








-.. mn this sleek-fitting, 
“butcher linen’’ suit for 





Butterick #6049 


O A GIRL who loves pretty things 

to wear, a SINGER Teen-Age Dress- 
making Course is the next best thing 
to a fairy godmother! 


It’s so easy to make your own dream- 
clothes, when you learn to sew the 
SINGER way. It’s fun right from the 
start, too, for even while you’re learn- 
ing to cut, stitch, style and handle 
patterns, you’re making a dress—for 
you! 


For just 8 of the smartest dollars 
you'll ever spend, you get a complete 
course under the personal supervision 
of a SINGER expert. You make your ex- 
citing first dress while you learn, and 
when you’ve finished, you’re the girl 
with a talent every other girl will envy. 


Just picture you- _ 
this summer: 


——> 


just about $8.50.7 
(Imagine it!) 


... or this tuck-bosom 

embossed cotton for 

less than $7.00. 
(Wouldn’t you love it?) 


——__> 


dotted-swiss dance 
dress for about $5.00. 
(Terrific!) 


Clothes that fit your figure exactly — 
clothes in just the colors and fabrics 
you want—clothes of quality, that 
cost so little you can have lots of them 
—are all waiting at your finger tips, 
when you’ve completed the SINGER 
Teen-Age Dressmaking Course! 





A NEW SINGER SERVICE! 
Now you'll find patterns, fab- 
rics, notions, trimmings— 
everything you need to help 
you sew smartly and easily, 
at your own SINGER SEWING . 
CENTER. So convenient! 











... or this crisp . 











" Advance #6043 


Simplicity +3858 


Enroll today! & 


SINGER TEEN-AGE DRESSMAKING CLASS 


Girls from 12 through 17 are eligible. 
Complete course only $8! 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


Look up the address of the one nearest you 
in your telephone book under 
SINGER SEWING MACHINE CO 





+Complete cost for fabric, patterns, trimmings, etc. for size 12. 
*A Trade Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


Sorority Girl. By ANNE EMERY. 

The Westminster Press, $2.50. Jean 
Burnaby began her junior year in high school 
with tingling anticipation. She intended to 
take part in as many activities as possible, 
make new friends, gain recognition for 
achievement. She didn’t have to worry about 
dates because she had Jeff Sutton. But not 
even in her rosiest dreams had she imagined 
being asked to join the Nightingales, one 
of the two exclusive sororities which flour- 
ished in spite of the pledges, signed by stu- 
dents and their parents, not to become part 
of any secret society at Sherwood High. You 
can imagine how thrilled Jean was when she 
was rushed by the Nightingales and asked 
to join them. Being a Nightingale meant 
being accepted, important and envied; 
meant lunching each day with her sisters at 
a special table; dating Sigma boys after 
school and after Friday night sorority meet- 
ings; the assurance of invitations to all the 
most exciting parties. Little by little, Jean 
found it also meant being resented by the 
other students; dating a fraternity boy she 
did not really like; blind loyalty to girls of 
whom she didn’t approve and standards she 
questioned; endless shopping to keep up 
with her sisters; no time for the activities 
she had planned so eagerly or for Jeff or 
girls she admired, like Barbara Keller who 
was not a sorority girl. It took Jean some 
time to come to a decision but she finally 
took a dramatic step. Here is a problem 
right out of high school life presented hon- 
estly in a setting that rings true. If you have 
met the Burnabys in “Senior Year” and 
“Going Steady,” you know what an attrac- 
tive and very real family they are. 


Big Family of Peoples. By IRMEN- 


GARDE EBERLE. Thomas Y. Crowell 
Company, $3.00. For all anyone knows, the 
blue-eyed girl across the aisle from you at 
school may number among her unknown 
ancestors one of the ladies of the court of 
Cleopatra, the beautiful Egyptian queen; 
or the English-speaking blond boy in the 
seat in front may be the descendant of a 
Greek physician enslaved by the conquering 
Romans. The mixtures that make up people 
are so complex that no one knows of all the 
kinds of people from which he stems. So 
says Miss Eberle in this fascinating story of 
human history which will give you broad 
answers to such questions as: Who am IP 
How do I happen to be here? Beginning 
thousands of years ago with one set of our 
ancestors, clad only in animal hides and 
wandering along the edge of a wood in 
southwestern Asia, the author shows simply, 
clearly, with graphic examples, how man- 
kind changed into people of different races 
and different nationalities and how these re- 
lated peoples kept mixing all through the 

(Continued on page 7) 



































Exciting Sports Action and Gags 
By Willard Mullin, Famous Sports Cartoonist 


Here’s a new edition of the famous Sports 
Show Book that has delighted millions of 
sports fans everywhere. Hot off the press, 
it’s crammed with gags and facts — and 
Mullin cartoons. Every item in the book 
is a brand new Mullin-illustrated sports- 
fact feature, available only in the 1952 
Sports Show Book. Send for your free 
copy today! 


a teem Sas * 


New York 13, N. Y. 
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A. G. Spalding & Bros. Inc., 161 Sixth Avenue, Dept. 
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About the ancient Ww 
Sport of nah 
How much the famou: 
Little Brown Jug sont 
Fielding Yost in 19037 


How many years it took 
Dartmouth to score a 


single point i 
Yale? against 


GET THE ANSWERS 
to these, and man 
, y 
other fascinating Sports 
questions in this book, 


ere 


at 
A-52, 


Please mail me a free copy of the new Spa!ding Sports Show Book. 
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DO YOU KNOW: 


Seno TOOAY 
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(-] Thank him and retreat 


As the music stops, "tween numbers—maybe you’re plagued by a 
passel of doubts. Such as—might Pete prefer the next whirl with 
some other girl? Should you retreat to Wallflowers’ Roost? Or 
high-sign the stag line? "Course not! Continue with your partner 
*til a gent cuts in. If problem-time doubts beset you, you can vanquish 
them with Kotex, for those flat pressed ends rout revealing outlines. 
So prance through the prom undismayed! 





When fo tell him your dating curfew ? 
[| When starting out |_| Play the waiting game 


He planned to top the evening off with a 
real special eat-treat. But you’re due home 
—as of now! Why wait ‘til the hours 
dwindle down to your dating deadline? 
Break the curfew news when you’re starting 
out. Likewise, when listing sanitary needs, 
don’t wait ‘til calendar time to choose 
Kotex. And remember, that special safety 
center gives you extra protection. 


After a dance number, what's your next step ? 


[_] Do a repeat 




















Does writing letters help to improve — 


["] Your romance [_] Your chatter [_] Knock-knees 


Bet this stumped you! Any hoo, you can 
whittle fat from the inner knee thusly: 
Lying on back with leg straight up —‘“‘write” 
letters of the alphabet with your big toe. 
Repeat with other leg. Get plumpish knees 
in shape for summer playtogs—and for 
comfort on certain days, get Kotex: the 


napkin that holds its shape. (Made to stay 


soft while you wear it!) 


More women choose KOTEX than all other sanitary 


napkins 








If you agree to go steady, should you— 


[_] Forsake all others [{_] Try a part-time plan 


Accepting his class ring calls for a huddle 
as to what going steady will mean. No other 
bookings? H’m-m. You may miss a lot of 
fun. Why not try a part-time plan —dating 
him week-ends and for gay-lah doings? To 
decide what’s best for you—when buying 
Kotex, you need only try all 3 absorbencies. 
There’s Regular, Junior, Super . . . suited 
to different days. 











{_] Circle your calendar 


Before “‘that’’ time, be ready! All 3 
answers can help. But to assure extra 
comfort, buy a new Kotex sanitary belt. 
Made with soft-stretch 
strong, lightweight Kotex belt’s non- 


elastic —this 


How to prepare for “certain” days ? 


[|] Perk up your wardrobe 


two—for a change! 


(_] Buy a new belt 


twisting .. . non-curling. Stays flat even 
after many washings. Dries pronto! 
So don’t wait "til the last minute : buy 
a new Kotex belt now. Why not buy 





KOTEX IS A REGISTERED TRADE MARE 
OF THE INTERNATIONAL 
CELLUCOTTON PRODUCTS COMPANY 
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Chubbette 
IM 


dream dress 
...it’s Easter Magic, 


Summer 


Delight! 








Of Everfast new embossed 
“Chevronaire”, for the lass 
who wants a willowy air! Lilac, 
ice pink, ice blue, or all white. 
Chubbette Sub-Teen sizes, 
10% to 14’. 


About *8.98 


Write for your free Chubbette booklet, 
and name of store nearest you: 


L. GIDDING & CO. 


522 EIGHTH AVE., NEW YORK 18, WN. Y. 

















Sook Sweart 


..-on a hayride 
...on a hike 


In uniform or out, you always want to look your 
best. That’s why you're going to be so pleased 
with your Buster Brown Official Girl Scout Shoes. 
These fashion-right fun-lovers always give you 
that well dressed look wherever you go—what- 
ever you do. They’re just tops for easy-going 
comfort and proper support, too... and the word 
“Official” inside tells both you and your Mother 
you're getting the best shoes made for Girl Scouts. 


HIGHER DENVER 
WEST 


Remember, there are 
Brownte Scout Shoes, too. 
Sizes 12% to 3. $7.45. 





Congratulations and Happy Birthday to Girl 
Scouts everywhere on your 40th Anniversary 



























Date Fun— 
Buster Brown Official Girl 
yoyo Moc-style casual. 
Also available in Brownie 
Scout sizes. 

A Product of 


= 
< 


Riggs 


” Shoe we 


Smart Stepper— 

Buster Brown Official Girl 
Scout oxford. Also available 
in white. 


BUSTER BROWN 


Qjink Scout Shoe 


Product of Buster Brown Division, Brown Shoe Company, St. Louis 





It’s not an official shoe 
unless it is marked 
SHOE "Girl Scout” 


WOME GENUINE aon THIS TRADE MARK 


By GIRL 
SCOUTS 


REG. U.S. 
PAT. OFF. 
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Books 
(Continued from page 3) 


centuries. Over and over she makes the point 
that all men are brothers whether they live 
in the jungles of Africa, the struggling new 
cities of Israel, Indian reservations, the banks 
of the Yangtze, or Back Bay, Boston. Sci- 
entists today know that men of black, white, 
or yellow skin are not even as different 
from each other as various kinds of birds; 
for all people are the same species, more 
different on the outside than on the inside; 
and given equal opportunities all can de- 
velop to the same height in civilization. The 
story of the development of man and the 
spread of civilization is told not only in the 
broad terms of the growth of nations but 
also in terms of the lives of the people and 
thumbnail sketches of important men and 
women are included. 


Beany and the Beckoning Road. By 

LENorRA MaTTINGLy WEBER. Thomas 
Y. Crowell Company, $2.50. The letter 
from her married sister, Elizabeth, asking 
Beany Malone to take her small nephew, 
Martie, back to his California home seemed 
like the answer to a prayer. For Beany had 
been yearning hopelessly to get away in order 
to erase from her mind one Norbert Rhodes, 
whose charm bracelet she wore. She espe- 
cially wanted to show him that she could 
enjoy life without him. Beany and_ her 
brother Johnny planned a nice, quick trip 
in the old Malone car, but almost immedi- 
ately things began to happen. Who but the 
Malones would set out for California burd- 
ened with a small boy, a mysterious guest 
who paid her way in food, and a horse who 
ate tons of oats and wasn’t paid for? And to 
top it all, Beany found that all their trou- 
bles—and there were plenty, including their 
alarming shortness of funds, the tempera- 
mental breakdowns of the old car, and a 
report that they were wanted by the police— 
didn’t make her forget Norbert. Who would 
think that the gorgeous Cynthia Hobbs, 
original cause of Beany’s misery would bob 
up in Wyoming hotly pursued by the ap- 
parently faithless Norbert? All in all, it was 
quite a journey, but Beany could honestly 
say that she came back a bigger and a better 
person. The delightful Malones made their 
first appearance in THE AMERICAN GIRL 
some years ago. If you haven't already met 
them, you should do so without de lay in 
this book and the others, “Meet the Ma- 
lones,” “Beany Malone,” and “Leave it to 
Beany.” 


The Family Treasure Chest. By 


HELEN AND Larry EISENBERG. Par- 
thenon Press, $1.50. Being a family can be 
much more fun if you plan together to 
make a game of day-by-day routines, and 
give thought to family festivals and holiday 
celebrations. This inexpensive book is de- 
signed to help families have more fun to- 
gether at home and on trips or vacations at 
very little cost except in thought and effort. 
Most of the amusement ideas and entertain- 
ing games have come from the actual family 
experiences of real people. There are clever 
suggestions about interesting things to do, 
hundreds of actual games, and good ideas 
for indoor and outdoor fun. A bibliography 
is also included, listing books of games, 
parties, music, hobbies, things to make, and 
general family fun. amD 
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.-@ thrilling 
2-week air trip on... 








READ THESE RULES 


1. Any boy or girl not over 19 years of age 
and living in the United States, Hawaii or 
Alaska ‘may enter, except employees of Syl- 
vania, its advertising agencies or photolamp 
dealers and their families. 


2. Prints must be in black and white, no smaller 
than 24%” x 2%" and must not have been pre- 
viously published commercially. 


3. Pictures should illustrate theme ‘‘Pets Are 
Fun’. Entries are not restricted to pets belongin 
to the entrant; pictures may show any animal, 
fowl, fish, etc., tame or wild, to which the con- 
testant has access for photoaraphing (includes 
zoos, game preserves, etc.). All entries must be 
the original work of the contestant. 


4. All entries become the property of Sylvania 
for advertising or publicity purposes and no 
prints will be returned. Releases must be avail- 
able from any person shown in picture. Do not 
send negatives but they must be available on 
request from prize winners. 


5. Entries will be judged by the Reuben H. 
Donnelley Corporation and a panel of photo- 
graphic experts on the basis of (1) stor ——e 
value of the e picture, (2) originality of photo- 
graph in expressing og Are Fun” theme, and 
(3) photographic quality. 


6. Pictures must be taken with flashbulbs. You 
may enter as often as you wish but each pic- 
ture must be accompanied by (1) the display 
panel from the outer wrapper of a sleeve of 
Superflash bulbs and (2) official entry blank or 
typewritten or printed copy thereof attached to 
the back of the photograph. 


7. Name and address of your Superflash dealer 
must be listed on every entry 


8. Entries must be postmarked not later than 
April 26, 1952, received not later than May 6, 
1952, and addressed to Sylvania ‘‘Pets -<" Fun’ 
Contest, P. O. Box 167, New York 46, N. 


9. While Sylvania will make every aie 
effort to provide for the safety and comfort of 
the first prize winner and chaperone, Sylvania 
cannot assume any liability, financial or other- 
wise, to those persons unless resulting from 
Sylvania’s negligence and will require appro- 
priate releases from such liability. 


10. Decision of judges will be final. Duplicate 
prizes will be awarded in case of tie. Contest 
is subject to all federal, state and local regu- 
lations. Winners will be notified within approx- 
imately one month after final closing date. 


11. First prize trip must be taken during June 
or July of 1 












HOLLYWOOD 


o NEW YORK 
ju the Sylvain Serta,” 


PER ARE F FUN" 


It’s the chance of a Pato Coritect ... the chance to 
visit either of the country’s glamor cities. 
You'll travel in TWA luxury all the way. 
ALL EXPENSES PAID BY SUPERFLASH 
for you and one chaperone. 49 other valuable 
prizes including Stereo Realist Camera, Syl- 
vania Clock Radio. Many more. 


HURRY! CONTEST CLOSES APRIL 26! 
ENTER NOW... HERE’S HOW... 


Read rules carefully. Load your camera with 
Sylvania Superflash and get a picture of any 
animal, fish or fowl. Send in picture with 
entry blank below, and the display panel 
from outer wrapper of Superflash package. 
Send as many entries as you like. But include 
a separate blank and display panel 
with each. Your Superflash dealer 
will supply you with extra 
entry blanks. 










“Blue Dots 
for Sure Shots” 


SYLVAN IA 


Sylvania Electric Products Inc. 
yy: 740. Broadway, New York 19, N. Y. 
































j Sa ee 
] Sylvania “Pets Are Fun” Contest AG-2 | 
| P.O. Box 167, New York 46, New York 1 
l Date i 
| Picture Title I 
| Camera Used Superflash Bulb Size. t 
USE THIS | Number of Bulbs Used__________ 1 
ENTRY BLANK! | Name. Age 1 
7 Street. ! 
WIL ESM aia | City State ; 
4 Name. 
APRIL 26, 1952 ; My Superfash ) Se ; 
. Dealer is: 
I City State { 
j ' prefer a trip to: New York [] Hollywood [) I 
| Send separate blank and Superfiash carton panel with each photo. | 
J 


PHOTOLAMPS ; LIGHT BULBS; RADIO TUBES; TELEVISION PICTURE TUBES; ELECTRONIC PRODUCTS; ELECTRONIC TEST 
EQUIPMENT; FLUORESCENT TUBES, FIXTURES, SIGN TUBING, WIRING DEVICES; TELEVISION SETS 





Pictures ahead ! os seniscn conee 


It means swell pictures ahead—of friends, of trips, of your family. And its 
great fun to be the "picture taker.” Nowadays its easy to get fine 
snaps indoors or out, in black-and-white and in full color. 
Eastman Kodak Company, Rochester 4, N.Y. 


Kodak Film America’s favorite by far 
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Vinnie could ride better than she could spin. 


Could her quick daring outwit the British? 


by MARGARET LEIGHTON 


Illustrated by Bill Timmins 


oBIN’s hoofs beat a drumming tattoo on the frozen 

turf of the meadow. Faster, faster! Vinnie leaned 

forward, gathering the reins on his neck. “Up, boy!” 

she cried. The big chestnut cleared the high rail fence 
superbly, with hardly a break in his stride. 

“Sure-footed as a cat, I vow and declare!” she told her- 
self. “There won't be a better-mounted dragoon in the troop 
than our Nat!” 

For Vinnie was riding her soldier-brother’s horse. He had 
cared for Robin as a colt, but the animal had been too young 
to ride when Nat had joined General Washington’s coura- 
geous little army. Now that army was encamped on the 
Hudson, doggedly holding the newly formed nation together, 
against the British threat to split it apart at the river. Any 
day might bring news of battle echoing northward into this 

uiet New England countryside. 

“He has the bone and legs of a jumper,” Nat had said on 
his last morning at home. “If he were only a year older, what 
a mount I would have!” 

“Til train him to jump for you,” Vinnie had offered, her 
eyes wide and earnest. “I'll have him ready for you this time 
next year.” 

“You?” Nat had laughed and pulled one of the brown curls 
that escaped from under her fluted muslin cap. “A young 
female on a jumper? What would Aunt Hortense say to that?” 

“Aunt Hortense!” Vinnie echoed heatedly. “ “Lavinia, get 
on with your spinning. Lavinia, mind your manners. Lavinia, 
rip out this whole seam and sew it again properly.’ Oh, we 
were happy enough before she came here to live with us, 
just you and Grandfather and me!” 

“Someone had to teach a small hoyden how to become a 
young lady,” Nat had laughed again. “But don’t worry about 
me, sweetheart. Grandafther has given me Admiral—a good- 
enough horse, though no match for what this fellow will 
be some day.” 

But when Nat rode away, young and straight in the saddle, 
Vinnie hadn’t forgotten. Hardly a day passed in the months 
which followed that she did not have Robin out, no matter 
what the weather. In this she had her grandfather for an ally 
against Aunt Hortense’s horrified protests. 








Even when she donned a pair of Nat’s outgrown doe- 
skin breeches, the old man had silenced his daughter 
gruflly. “Let the lass alone. Who else is there on the 
place who can ride to fences? Not you, nor I, nor old 
Jabez. The best I can do is fire off my pistol and season 
the beast to gunpowder. dragoon’s horse can’t be 
trained in petticoats!” 

Now Vinnie had circled Robin about to head for the 
fence again when she saw a figure hurrying toward her 
through the orchard of leafless apple trees. Beyond, past 
the barns and sheds, the brick house among its dormant 
gardens stood enthroned on a little eminence above the 
bare fields that sloped down to the horseshoe curve of 
the river. It was Patty, the stout young housemaid, her 
full skirts and white apron billowing about her and her 
cap ribbons streaming. 

“Miss Lavinia!” she called 
Vinnie!” 

Vinnie guided Robin to her and drew rein. “What is 
it, Patty?” she asked. 

“Mrs. Hortense sent me to fetch you in,” Patty said. 
“The parson ’s expected for tea and she wants you to get 
out of’—she broke into a giggle— “them disgraceful 
pantaloons and into your sprigged muslin in time to pour 
the tea. And she sent me to the storeroom for a mug of 
lavender water, too. She said you'd need it to get “the 
smell of horse off you. 

Vinnie was shaping a saucy answer when she heard 
her name called from another quarter. She turned in her 
saddle. Ten-year-old Benjy Sawyer, son of their nearest 
neighbor, was running toward them across the frosty 
stubble field. His cheeks were red, his eyes wide. 

“Something’s wrong at the Sawyers’,” Vinnie cried. 
“What is it, Benjy? What’s happened?” She spurred to 
meet him. 

“It’s the British!” Benjy shouted, “Ma sent me across 
the field to warn you. There’s British troopers coming by 
the river road.” 

Patty clapped her hand to her mouth. 
a-mercy. They'll cut our throats for sure!” 

“British!” Vinnie echoed, feeling her heart bound with 
quick fear. What could bring them so far into this hos- 
tile countryside if not to try to capture her grandfather, 
a well-known and prominent patriot? Praise heaven, he 
was away, gone on a journey which would take him 
several days. 

“It’s horses they're after,” Benjy was explaining breath- 
lessly. “They’ve taken both the saddle mares from Colby’s 
farm already and others from downriver. They're paying 
the Tories but not the patriots.” 

Horses? This was different. Grandfather had his own 
and his manservant’s mount with him. Only Toby, the 
good old plowhorse was in the barnyard. And Robin! 


above the wind. “Miss 


“British! Lawk- 
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Vinnie’s first thought was to gallop straight for the 
woods and hide there. But to reach them she must cross 
not only all the open fields, but also the road by which 
the troopers were coming. She was still shielded from 
sight by the thin fringe of fruit trees, but she was fairly 

trapped. If they had passed Sawyers’ already, they would 
be _upon her at any moment. 

“They shan't take Nat’s horse!” she cried. Could they 
pile hay over Robin and conceal him in one of the sheds? 
No, even if there were time for that it would be useless. 
The barn and sheds would be the first places raiders 
would search. But—a wild thought raced through her 
mind—the last place they would search would be— 

No time now to weigh the chances. Vinnie spurred 
Robin forward, leaving Ben and Patty open-mouthed. 
Over the box hedge, across the lawn and bare flower 
beds, she rode the big chestnut and pulled him to a 
clattering halt on the brick terrace that ran along the 
back of the house. Dismounting, she flung open the door 
into the rear of the wide central hall. “Come on, boy— 
gently, gently—” she urged him, pulling on the reins. 

But after one terrified look through the unfamiliar, 
narrow opening, Robin would not budge. He planted his 
feet and hauled back on the bit. When Vinnie tugged 
harder he flung up his head and almost jerked the reins 
from her hands. 

“Come on, old fellow. Oh, please, please!” She pulled 
again, and this time Robin reared high, ears back, eyes 
rolling. 


Patty and Ben had now joined her. Patty wrung 
her hands and flapped her apron ineffectually, while Benjy 
slapped at Robin’s flanks with his hat and was nearly 
kicked for his pains. He moved farther off, then gaye a 


shout of alarm. “Here they come! I can see their red 
coats through the willows. Look there, where the toad 
leaves the river to cross your land! It’s too late now,” 

“No!” A memory had flashed into Vinnie’s mind. She 
snatched Patty's apron off, rolled it swiftly, and fied it 
over Robin’s eyes. “That’s what Jabez did when the barn 
took fire and the horses wouldn't come out. Now. Robin, | 
dear Robin, come along. Soo-o00, boy.” 

Blindfolded, Robin became suddenly docile: He ale 
lowed himself to be led through the door into the hall, 
where he stood shifting his hoofs uneasily ou the pol- 
ished floor. His nostrils fared as he drew nervous breaths 
in and out, sniffing the unfamiliar indoor ‘smells and 
trembling spasmodically. But he was inside, ed the door 
was shut behind him. 

“Lavinia!” Aunt Hortense’s voice was -a prolonged, 


“Please to go away, sir,” Vinnie said, 
and felt her heart race under her tight bodice 























shrill shriek as she swept down the stairs, the maroon 
silk of her gown rustling and the lace-trimmed cap on 
top of her powdered hair fairly quivering with indig- 
nation. “Lavinia, truly this is the last straw. Take that 
creature out of here this instant!” 

“But Aunt, there’s no other place to hide him. 
There are British troopers on the road—Benjy brought 
word. They're after horses and I won't let them have 
Nat’s Robin.” 

“British!” Mrs. Hortense shrieked again, but more 
faintly. She paled and clutched at the newel. “British?” 

“You can see them yourself on the river road, 
ma’am,” Patty said. She had opened the door at the 
opposite end of the hall and was shading her eyes 
with her hand. “Redcoats, for sure.” 

“Shut that door and bolt it!” Vinnie cried. 

“But they're soldiers with guns and swords.” Patty’s 
eyes were filled with terror. “They'll cut all our throats 
if we anger them, I tell you.” 

“And if they come to the door there, they can see 
plain as day through those glass panes on both sides, 
right here into the back of the hall,” Ben pointed out 
practically. 

“It’s no use, my poor child,” Aunt Hortense said. 
“Don’t be foolish. We must be thankful, at least, that 
your grandfather is away.” 

“T will not let them have Robin,” Vinnie declared 
desperately, and even while she was saying it another 
idea came to her. “Help me, Ben.” She was pulling 
the nervous, edgy animal toward another door. 

With a swirl of skirts Aunt Hortense swept past her 
to bar the way. “Not in there. Never will I allow that 
animal in my own parlor!” 

“They've stopped at the gate,” Patty cried from her 
post. “There’s an officer and five—no, six men. They're 
leading near twenty horses already.” 

Ben ran to join her at the leaded panes beside the 
door. “There’s old Tory Soames with them. He’s the 
one who has been telling them where the best horses 
are.” 

“Henry Soames?” The color flared into Aunt Hor- 
tense’s thin cheeks. “Is that villain behind this?” 

“He has seen Robin. He knows how good he is,” 
Vinnie moaned. “Oh, please let me hide him in your 
parlor, Aunt. It’s our only chance.” 

“Very well.” Aunt Hortense stepped aside and 
opened the door herself. “But I shall stay in here with 
him and make sure he does no harm. Benjamin, you 
come with me. As for you, Lavinia, I leave it to you 
to confront them, Miss. I’ve never told an untruth yet 
and I shan’t begin now. I'll not perjure my soul for any 
four-legged beast.” 

Robin was no sooner inside (Continued on page 37) 
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AURMAL FOR LIGBA 


by ELIZABETH LANSING 


Illustrated by Sylvia Haggander 





NE THING to be said for the Mar- 

ling family is that every member 
joins in the joys and sorrows 
of other Marlings with unrestricted en- 
thusiasm. Even Father, who is the min- 
ister of the Community Church of Pem- 
berley, Connecticut, and the dearest, 
foggiest soul alive, is in there pitching 
at a crisis. As for Mother, her lifework 
is the care and feeding of Marlings, so 
she can always be counted on in the tight 
pinches. 

The day I got the letter from Breck 
Worthington, inviting me to a dance at 
St. Stephen’s School for Boys, was a 
time that called for a rallving of all the 
Marling forces. 

In the first place, I, Libba Marling, 
age fourteen and possessed of potato- 
colored hair and a pug nose that lends 
itself to freckles, have not been over- 
indulged with invitations to dances. Now 
if I were my sister Jane, nineteen, golden- 
haired and gaspingly beautiful, I would 
have been able to take this invitation 
with aplomb. Jane has been to dances at 
every boys’ school in New England and 
is now covering the college circuit. 

My brother Jud hardly counts at such 
times. His social consciousness hasn't 
risen above the point of making faces at 
the girls in his class at school. Besides, 
as every girl possessed of a twelve-year- 
old brother knows, there is little sym- 
pathy to be had from them. 

When the letter came we were all at 
the lunch table, so the first shock of its 
contents struck the whole family at once. 

It read: : 

Dear Libba, The school is throw- 
ing what it laughingly calls a Junior 
Hop on March sixteenth. That's 
three weeks from today. Would you 
like to come? (Would I! My heart 
was already le aping like a gazelle.) 
The Head, Dr. Campbell, says that 
he and his wife will be happy to put 
you up at their house for the night. 

I understand that Miss Melanie 

Norton will also be among those 

present. I wouldn’t care, but per- 

haps you will be interested to know 
that she will be staying at the Camp- 
bell’s, too, or so I believe. Let me 
know so I can make arrangements. 
BRECK WoRrTHINGTON. 


Two boys and two dresses—only a wise girl could 
make the right choice between them 


I was red as a boiled beet when I 
finished this epistle. My emotions were 
mixed, for good and many reasons. Breck 
Worthington lives in New York, but 
every summer he comes with his family 
to Weston, a fashionable summer resort 
on the shore about ten miles from Pem- 
berley. Lots of wealthy New Yorkers in- 
habit the place in the summer, and the 
Worthingtons are among the wealthiest. 
So are the Nortons, who also come from 
New York and boast a fifteen-year-old 
daughter, Melanie by name. 

I had met Breck and Melanie the sum- 
mer before when the Westonites threw 
a dance at the Country Club and invited 
some of the local yokels to attend. Breck 
struck my roving eye at once. He’s six- 
teen, blond, and blue-eyed. I drew him 
in a Paul Jones and we bandied a few 
jaunty words. He must have found my 
innocent chatter amusing for he danced 
with me several times. 


But most of the time Breck 
danced with Melanie Norton. In all fair- 
ness I can’t blame him. She is one of 
those girls who make life difficult for 
other girls. Her hair is black as night and 
curls naturally. Her face is a 9 yea 
mixture of cream and roses. Her figure 
is neat and small. She only noodle to look 
at a boy and he is her slave. So I couldn’t 
help wondering why Breck had asked 
me instead of Melanie to the Junior Hop. 

I didn’t let it worry me long. The 
exciting truth was that he had asked me. 
I showed Breck’s letter to Mother and 
Jane. Jud read it over Mother’s shoulder. 

“This Worthington guy must be a 
cluck to ask you ‘to a dance,” said Jud. 

“I suppose—” began Mother. 

Jane interrupted. “Let her go. St. 
Stephen’s is only about forty miles from 
here. Father knows Dr. Campbell and 
he could drive Libba over.” 

I bounced hopefully in my chair and 
watched Mother’s face. The frown of 
thought smoothed away from her fore- 
head and she nodded. 

I launched myself on Mother and 
“Now what shall I 


hugged her hard. 
wear?” I asked. 

It was a distressing problem and no 
mistake. The only formal I possessed was 
a pink one that had once belonged to 










































































































































Jane. It was one of those taffeta models 
that came in with the Ark and has been 
lingering around ever since. In Pember- 
ley it was possible, but at St. Stephen's 
it would never do. 

Mother began murmuring about “mak- 
ing it over,” Jane pondered aloud about 
cutting down one of her dresses, and 
Jud had the gall to shout, “What dif- 
ference does it make what she wears? 

I was about to explode over Jud’s im- 
becility, when Father broke in. Evi- 
dently he had heard all, for he made 
this startling | announcement: “Buy Libba 
a new dress.” Before any of us recovered 
from our astonishment, Father had re- 
tired to his study. 

But his words had opened vast fields 
of speculation to Mother, Jane, and me. 
Buying new clothes in the Marling fam- 
ily is a rare event and calls for united 
consultation. At last it was settled that we 
would go on the following Saturday to 
Ye Modele Shoppe and pick out a dress. 
I lived in a dream until that day. But I 
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woke up long enough to pen an answer 
to Breck, accepting - his invitation. 

On Saturday morning we set out for 
Ye Modele Shoppe. It’s ‘the only place in 
Pemberley where you can hope to get a 
dress of distinction. Right in the window 
was a dress that was just meant for Libba 
Marling. It was emerald satin with yards 
of skirt flaring over crinoline and a low, 
looping neckline. I communicated my 
yearning for it to Mother and Jane. 

“Good heavens!” was Mother’s reaction. 

“Much too sophisticated for you, Lib- 
ba,” was Jane’s. 

I sighed and followed them into the 
shop. The dress they wanted to buy for 
me was another taffeta-and-tulle job, 
modestly cut about the collarbone. 

I looked at Jane with anguished eyes 
She read my message with sisterly un- 
derstanding. “I suppose it would do no 


harm to let her try on the green satin,” 
she suggested. 

The dress did things for me I hadn't 
thought possible. It was somewhat nerve- 
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My flaring dress caught under 


racking to keep the neckline in place, but 
I held my breath and watched Mother's 
face. She must realize, I told myself, 
that the green satin was my only hope of 
competing with Melanie Norton. 

But Mother started to give that fatal 
shake of her head. 

“Jane could wear it, too,” I burst out 
in desper: ition. “It would last me for 
years, and Jane, too.” 

Jane looked at Mother. They 
sighed, then reluctantly nodded. 

“Thank you,” I murmured gratefully. 

In the weeks that led up to March six- 
teenth I lived in a happy fog of anticipa- 
tion. I had my bag packed days before- 
hand, and on the actual day I was all 
ready and waiting by ten o'clock. 

“You aren't starting until after lunch,” 
said Mother. 

I merely nodded. It seemed foolish 
to explain that I wanted to be ready in 
plenty of time. I saw Jane go into my 
room to make my bed which I had over- 
looked in my excitement. I even heard 


both 





Melanie’s heel and the seam ripped wide open 








her rummaging through my suitcase to 
make sure that I hadn’t forgotten any- 
thing. As if I had! Nevertheless Jane 
spent a lot of time in my room and it 
sounded as though she were repacking 
everything. 

Right after lunch Father headed back 
for his study, but I caught him at the 
door. Of course he had forgotten he was 
to drive me to St. Stephen’s, and the 
whole thing had to be explained to him 
all over again. At last we got him behind 
the wheel of the family car, and we were 
off. Mother and Jane waved good-by. 
Jud leaned out a window and bellowed, 

“Knock ‘em cold, kid!”—a message that 
scarcely suited the occasion, but he 
meant well, I suppose. 

We reached St. Stephen’s about four, 
long before I had thought up any casual 
remarks to toss at Breck by way of greet- 
ing. The school is a mass of red-brick 
buildings strung along the main street of 
a small town. The Campbells’ house is at 
the end of the (Continued on page 30) 





ESEARCH, selling, copy writing, art 
—which road you follow in your 
career in advertising will depend 

on your particular talents, qualities, in- 
terests. Advertising has come a long way 
from its early bunk and _ ballyhoo days 
to stand now as an important element in 
the promotion of business. 

In a nutshell, here are the four types 
of organizations who employ advertising 
people: First, the advertisers—manufac- 
turers, retail stores, producers. Second— 
radio, newspapers, magazines, television 
which are called media organizations. 
Advertising service and supply houses, 
a third group, are composed of type- 
setters, printers, engravers. They service 
the other three. Perhaps most familiar to 
you is type four, the advertising agency 
which serves both advertisers and media. 

Suppose we take an imaginary stroll 
through an advertising agency to get a 
picture of how these advertising organi- 
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zations work and where in this glamour 
field you may want to go. Today’s adver- 
tising agency consists of a group of pro- 
fe ssional ad men and women whose chief 
function is to create ads and to conduct 
campaigns which will result in more peo- 


ple buying their clients’ products. The 
client is the advertising agency’s cus- 
tomer. He pays the agency for populariz- 
ing his wares. 

Regardless of the size of the agency, 
certain types of jobs must be accom- 
plished, specifically: contact work, re- 
search, writing, art, media buying, and 
production. Some agencies consist of a 
mere handful of people, each of whom 
must be skilled in handling more than 
one type of job; others (like the one we 
are about to visit) have several hundred 
employees, each a specialist in a field. 

Let's open the door. 

If you are super at selling, y our thoughts 
may soar to a job as an account execu- 






by SARAH SPLAVER 


tive, in which you will act as the inter- 
mediary or bond between the client and 
the agency. However, in making this job 
your goal, do remember that women ac- 
count executives are very rare. They are 
found mostly in agencies whose clients 
produce ¢ cosmetics, fashions, food and 
home products. 

Agencies refer to the clients and their 
products as “accounts.” The account ex- 
ecutive supervises all the agency activi- 
ties pertaining to her accounts. She is a 
top saleswoman plus a dignified repre- 


sentative of her agency. In a_ large 
agency, she may have assistants, called 


junior account executives, to aid her in 
planning each client’s campaign. 
Experience and personality—these are 
the two basic requirements for either 
job, and they take precedence over 4 
college degree. Cub reporting, soliciting 
ads for the home-town paper, sales pro- 
motions, copy writing, and any simil: rly 
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Rate yourself on these —enthusiasm, salesmanship, 


curiosity, creative ability —then pick your path 


allied activity provide good background 
for the potential junior account execu- 
tive. The importance of tact, poise, a 
calm disposition, and the ability to get 
along well with people cannot be over- 
stressed. 

“Do you eat Crunchy Cereal for break- 
fast, and if so, why, and if not, why not?” 
You will put hundreds of questions like 
this to the average housewife, the man 
on the street, the teen-agers on your 
block, if you are a research worker. Stat- 
isticians, senior and junior researchers, 
tabulators, and interviewers make up an 
agency research department. 

They delve into the mystery of what 
people buy, why they buy it, and where 
they buy it. They prepare and conduct 
surveys by mail, phone, and personal 
interviews. And then, too, they work 
with the scads of statistics obtained from 
government publications, trade journals, 
and information services. 

Girls seem to be well adapted to this 
type of work, and so the distaff side is 
amply represented in research depart- 
ments. College graduates are preferred, 
with economics, math, and statistics ma- 
jors most welcome. The small agency 
might accept you with the ink barely dry 
on your diploma; but not the large ones— 
they want some previous experience in 
interviewing or constructing charts or 
graphs for a research project. The girl 
with a sense of responsibility, insatiable 
curiosity, and a desire for truth may find 
that her niche in the research depart- 
ment can serve as a good springboard to 
an eventual administrative post. 

Words that dance, words that dazzle, 
words that sell a product to the public 
are the tools of the advertising writer. 
She may be a copy writer, publicity 
writer, or a radio and television com- 
mercial writer. The writers of copy 
(wordage that accompanies the art work 
in an ad) and the writers of commercials 
(you've seen and heard plenty of those) 
directly aim to sell their clients’ prod- 
ucts. Publicity writers, on the other 
hand, seek to focus the spotlight on their 
clients, particularly through good-will ac- 
tivities, and thus indirectly sell their 
clients’ wares. 


From top to bottom: 


Have you an extensive vocabulary? 
Are you thoroughly acquainted with the 
rules of grammar and punctuation? Do 
you love to write? Fine. But to be a good 
copy writer you must be able to endow 
words with a magnetic force that will 
pull the reader to your ad and keep him 
there until he has read it all and wants 
to buy that product. 

Writers in big agencies may have 
worked for a mail-order house, a small 
agency, or in the advertising division of 
a department store; or they might have 
been on the staff of a small-town.news- 
paper. The rank of the initial position 
which a girl accepts at a large agency is 
unimportant. What is important is that 
she must get her foot in the door. Then, 
if she has that necessary creative spark, 
she will in due time find her proper 
place. The girls have proven their mettle 
and comprise a good percentage of many 
of the copy-writing departments. 

The writers of radio or television com- 
mercials must cram into a few minutes 
of time what the copy writers must fit 
into certain allotted space in a magazine 
or newspaper. Since her message is for 
the ear alone, the radio commercial writer 
hasn't the help of color and art as do the 
magazine and newspaper copy writers. 
She depends upon dramatic appeal and 
repetition of her product’s name in order 
to get the message across to the listen- 
ers. 

The writers of television commercials 
have a unique combination of both pic- 
tures and sound. 

Frequently, commercials are woven 
into the radio and television scripts and 
the ad agency might be commissioned to 
produce the entire show. The writer then 
collaborates with producers, directors, 
script writers, actors, and actresses. 

Pictures with pulling power are what we 
see in the agency art department. How 
often have you seen ads without pic- 
tures? They are quite rare. As a matter 
of fact, there are some ads which de- 
pend almost entirely upon art work—bill- 
boards, for example. Like the copy 
writer, the artist aims to attract the pub- 
lic to his ad and thereby sell the product 
he is advertising. (Continued on page 32) 


1. Working with ideas on your school yearbook is valuable groundwork 


2. Research takes a head for figures, curiosity, and interest in people 


3. Artists specialize in layout, design, finished art work, or photographs 


4. A small newspaper is a good place to start your copywriting career 


5. Top experience is required for production jobs in radio and TV 


6. Many advertising people start small and work into bigger positions 
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The Outsider 


First Poetry Award 


Small, slender, and timid, she 

Stands unnoticed by all who tread 

On the familiar school grounds, where 

Groups of boys and girls pause to chat, 
laugh, and then 

Move on to greet their other pals; and 

She, outside of all this banter, 

Strains her neck to catch 

A glimpse of the luckier girls, who 

Nonchalantly flit from group to group, 
like 

Moths gathering about a bright light in 
the darkness, they 

Shower forth their boundless energy to 
exchange their 

Insignificant bits of gossip; but only 

She, alone and friendless, cannot even 
hope to join this 

Chattering crowd as they mill toward the 
corner drugstore, where 

As before, they chatter away, like 

Long-lost friends after a reunion, and 

She is left alone, with her thoughts 

And her dreams. 

SHIRLEY WOLF (age 14) Brooklyn, New York 





SOMETHING NEW! 


Your original photographs will be con- 
sidered for publication in the By You 
pages of the August issue. For details, 
see rules for By You entries, page 42. 





Art Award 
EVANS (age 12) Berkeley, California 


BARBARA 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 


nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 


poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 42 for details 


Naushon, Isle of Beauty 
First Nonfiction Award 


The most beautiful place I have ever seen, 
and one I shall always remember, is Naushon 
Island. Here, on a small island near Cape 
Cod, is an endless variety of beautiful sights. 
The beaches are smooth, with clean blue 
waves breaking. Low, flat plains are sur- 
mounted by bushy hills which rise regally to- 


ward the sky. There are dark, mysterious * 


swamps and eerie ghost forests with long-dead 
trees, white and alone. 
Huge groves of fir trees 


The Red Jacket 
First Fiction Award 

“You'll have to decide,” Peggy said. 

Carol shifted her feet uneasily. Why was 
Margaret being so unreasonable? Now if their 
positions had been reversed— 

“Well?” Peggy’s hands were clenched, her 
color rising. “Who is it going to be, me—or 
him?” 

Carol couldn’t answer. 

Now, a half hour later, she was staring with 





with a carpet of needles 
at their feet, gnarled old 
trees perfect for climb- 
ing, and small, newly 
planted oaks rise from 
the fertile soil. The is- 
land is perfect, without 
a flaw. How can I de- 
scribe the entrance to 
the harbor with its 
many turns, around each 
corner some new de- 
light? When at last the 
inner harbor is reached, 
you are scarcely pre- 
pared for the steeply ris- 
ing banks, friendly gray 
wharves, and graceful, 
gleaming boats. The har- 
bor is at its best in the 
evening when the quiet 
reflections of banks and 
boats, the deepening 
gray twilight, soft lap 
of water, and cry of 
gulls make anything but 
placidity and rest very 
remote. Who could pos- 
sibly imagine the breath- 
taking beauty of the 
first backward glance 
from the top of the high- 
est hill? The panorama 
of the gentle slope to the 














white beach, the oh-so- 
blue water dotted with 
tiny yellow islands, the 
azure sky with torn 
pieces of white clouds floating lazily, a full- 
rigged sailboat, is perfection itself. 

Here, with flawless artistry, God has cre- 
ated a masterpiece. 
GAIL SMYTHE (age 15) Mattapoisett, Massachusetts 


Arbutus 
First Poetry Award 

Trailing on the forest floor, 
Arbutus lies; 
Fragrance like melody, 
Beauty of the stars. 

SUSAN HUNTER (age 14) Cloquet, Minnesota 

HONORABLE MENTION 

POETRY: Susan Beatty (age 11) Raleigh, N. C. 
FICTION: Barbara Lee (age 13) Honolulu, Hawaii 
NONFICTION: Solveig Lokensgard (age 14) Wi- 
nona, Minn. 





First Art Award 


LINDA DEAN (age 15) Long Beach, California 


intensity into the mirror, as if expecting the 
answer from the reflected image looking back. 
But no help came. This she would have to 
decide for herself. 

Not so very long ago she and Peggy had 
been inseparable. Then their beribboned braids 
had bobbed along at almost the same level. 

Carol was taller now, and slimmer. She grew 
up almost overnight—“like a weed” her mother 
said—-and her arms and legs had stretched, 
pulling the excess weight with them. 

Her face had lost its roundness. It was 
rather thin, and the skin pulled tightly over 
her cheekbones made her dark brown eyes 
seem enormous. 

Strange, she thought, I labeled myself gan- 
gling and awkward, envying Peggy, but 
Tommy called her (Continued on page 4) 
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Whisk through washdays by following 


these time-tested laundry techniques 
By BETTY BROOKS 


Prcraon never saw Grandma on washday, poking 
‘the’*white linens into the wash boiler with a wooden 

stick, or cranking the hand wringer between two tubs. 

There are sever val good, modern reasons why youllg 
never have to live through Grandma’s Monday w ashday blues 
Hot water is now more generally available; washing maclfine 
are here to stay; improved soaps and synthetic “detergefits 
work more efficie ntly than ever before; ‘and manufacturgfs 
are providing better washing information on fabrics. Beca 
you will be caring for your own clothes more and more, you 
want a few basic directions to guide you. 

First let’s consider what you'll be washing. “Oh,” you say, 
“cotton, nylons, silks, woolen things, and lots of rayon!” But 
the w ashing can't be divided up as neatly as that, for the fiber 
in a fabric isn’t a reliable guide to: sitsywashability. For in- 
stance, a pebbly crepe may hav ' or finished so it 
will lose its crinkles in water ito even more 
exaggerated puckers. What co ‘tual construc- 
tion of the fabric: how it was and fin- 
ished. Here’s what to look for in he fabric: 
















shrink up 
ts most is the ¢ 
oven or knit,) 


Colorfastness. Look for a label 1 ric made 
of yarn that was dyed before the weaving is likely to be color- 
fast. Prints superimposed on solid colors may ‘wash nicely, 
but the label will tell you for certain. If you ‘don’t have the 
label, make a quick, easy test for colorfastness yourself. Soak 
a corner of the garment or fabric briefly in warm water and 
blot on a white cloth. If no dye floats out, or if there’s only a 
slight tinge of dye on the cloth, the fabric should be : safe in 
suds. Certain sturdy fabrics wash w onderfully but bleed some 
excess dye into the suds and rinse water: co 
jeans, for example. That doesn’t mean you 
Just keep colors separate from each other 
and use fresh soapsuds for each color. 

Shrinkage. Look for labels that mention 
amount of shrinkage to be expected. 
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Plenty of fresh soapsuds, lukewarm water, 
gentle squeezing is sweater-washing wher 2 


om 





THE AMERICAN GIRL 





























Shrinkproof garments like the nylon sweater shown here 
can be eased to original shape by gentle hand smoothing 





To make ironing white trimmings easier run large basting 


‘stitches along edges before washing. Remove after pressing 








wants to label his goods “preshrunk” has to cor 
Government regulation that says a garment so labe 
shrink more than 5 pa r cent. The “Sanforized” pro@gss_gyar- 
antees not more than 2 per cent of shrinkage left in the cloth. 

Weave or Knit. Remember that a close ly woven, smooth, 
firm fabric will keep its shape better than a loosely woven 
one. Though they may both wash, the latter type of cloth 
needs gentler handling and more stretching or reshaping dur- 
ing drying and ironing. 

Just as you have to understand the construction of a fabric 
(dye, weave, “body”) you have to watch for the construction 
of the garment itself, AQon't take it for granted tha 
a garment is made /of “ey nteed washable falri 
wash. This hol the garment has 
wholly with waghable findings, such as lining, sear ings, 
buttons, belt. p lined corduroy (Continued on page 34) 
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EY, WAIT FOR ME!” Mike Bradley’s 
voice stopped Penny in her tracks 
at the top of the school steps 

As he caught up with her a second later, 
she asked, “Did you take me for Pam?” 

Mike denied this, a pointed edge to his 
tone. “I can tell you from Pam all right, 
even if I haven't seen much of you lately.” 

That was true enough. Penny had been 
avoiding him. It seemed that every time 
she saw him around school, Pam was right 
there beside him, laughing beguilingly up 
into his face, using all her wiles on him, 
just as she had said she was going to do. 
It wasn’t a sight Penny found easy to 
watch. 

“What gives?” Mike demanded bluntly. 
“Am I solea?” 

“Of course not,” Penny told him. “I've— 
been busy.” 

“Yeah, I know,” Mike said. “But there’s 
something I want to ask you. Couldn’t we 
stop in the park a little while?” 

It would be something concerning Pam, 
Penny felt sure. Every instinct within her 
strained against listening to Mike’s confi- 
dences. But she couldn't very well refuse, 
so she let him take her where he wished. 
This turned out to be a bench near the 
little lake, with birds singing in the tall 
old trees overhead and a gray squirrel, fat 
and saucy, frisking close to their feet. 

Penny saw no point in dodging the issue. 
“It looks as if you're all set with Pam 
again, just as you wanted.” 

Mike’s blue gaze was disconcertingly 
direct. “Who said anything about Pam?” 

“Why, no one,” Penny admitted in sur- 
prise. “But—” 

Mike broke in, “It’s us I want to talk 
about. You,” he touched the top button 
of her jacket, “and me.” 

“But—” Penny groped, “I don’t under- 
stand.” 

“I'm not surprised,” Mike admitted. 
“The way I've acted, it would confuse 
Einstein.” He leaned a little nearer and 
Penny was acutely aware of his arm, 
stretched along the back of the bench be- 
hind her, not touching her, but close. He 
went on, “A guy hates to come right out 
and admit he’s been a big dope. But how 
else can you describe one who takes 
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Mike and Penny lingered on the porch, talking and laughing 


months to realize which girl he likes best? I’ve 
been batting my brains for weeks, looking for a 
reasonable way to explain it to you. The thing 
is, Penny—” he frowned, “well, I was dazzled by 
Pam. That was all it ever amounted to, but I was 
so dazzled, I managed to convince myself there 
was more to it than that.” ‘ 

Penny shut her eyes for a minute, trying to 
get her bearings, trying to believe she was really 
hearing what she seemed to be hearing. But she 
opened them as Mike attempted again, haltingly, 
to put into words how the magic Pam held for 
him had dimmed, how he had finally realized that 
Penny's friendship was more important than any- 
thing between Pam and him. , 

“I should have known sooner,” Mike apolo- 
gized. “The way we always like to talk and kick 
ideas around; the way we think alike about so 
many things. But, no. Thick-headed, that’s me.” 

“You're not,” Penny denied. “You're not a bit.” 

Pam had always dazzled people; she always 
would. Penny was glad, though, that Mike was 
undazzled at last. 

“For weeks,” he told her, “I've been trying 
to let you know I'd come to my senses. I felt kind 
of self-conscious about asking you for a real date 
after taking you for granted so long. But I haven't 
been dating Pam. And I don’t intend to.” Penny's 
happiness must have shown in her face. Because 
Mike’s tone dipped a husky note lower as he 
said, “Penny, if you don’t stop looking at me like 
that, Tll—” 

His hand closed over hers and Penny’s fingers 
felt perfectly at home curled up there. She said, 
her voice not too steady, “Pam simply isn’t going 
to believe this.” 

“Do you suppose it'll convince her if I invite 
you to the prom?” Mike asked. “Will you go with 
me, Penny?” 

She nodded. “I'd love to, Mike.” Suddenly, 
though, she remembered something and _ ex- 
claimed, “Golly, I'll have to get my name out of 
the Prom Dates file!” j 

“Relax,” Mike chuckled. “I took care of that. 
Figured if you turned me down, I could sneak 
it back in.” 

They sat for a time quietly, not needing words 
to express the new, warm understanding between 
them. Penny thought it wasn't really so strange 
that Mike had taken a long while to realize that 
their friendship was more than it seemed. She 
hadn't realized it herself; she had been afraid to 
hope too much. 

“Oh,” Mike spoke suddenly, “there was some- 
thing else I was going to tell you. Headlines Club 
has put up your name for prom queen.” 

“My name?” Penny gasped incredulonsly. 

Each club had the privilege of nominating a 
candidate for the coveted honor. Only seniors 
were eligible to vote, and the girl receiving the 
most votes became queen, the six next highest 
girls her court of attendants. All the most popu- 
lar girls in the class were among the nominees, 
including Pam. 

“Don’t sound so flabbergasted,” Mike teased. 
“You're pretty darn’ popular, especially since you 
dreamed up the Prom Dates idea.” 

But Penny shook her head. “I won't stand a 
chance.” Still it was wonderfully flattering to be 
nominated. 


Mike walked home with her and when they 
got there they lingered on the front porch, talking 
and laughing, as Penny had seen Pam and some 
boy do so many times. It wasn’t until she went 
into the house and up the stairs to her room that 
she realized Pam was already home. 

“What in the world,” Pam asked, “were you 
and Mike talking about so long out there?” 

Penny told her, her eyes » Aeceay “Headlines 
nominated me for prom queen. Can you imagine?” 

“Penny, how swell!” There was no doubting 
the sincerity of Pam’s delight as she hugged 
Penny. 

“And Mike asked me to the prom,” Penny went 
on, her glance a little questioning now on Pam's 
face. 

“Mike—asked—you?” Pam repeated, her arm 
dropping away from Penny’s shoulder, an expres- 
sion of astonishment on her face. As Penny nod- 
ded, the look of surprise changed to quick anger. 
“Of all the double crosses!” Pam ph sont her 
eyes blazing. “Going after Mike behind my back!” 

“I didn't!” Penny felt anger to match Pam's 
rising within her. She had meant to be diplomatic, 
to try to make Pam understand. But if Pam 
wanted to be mean about the situation, she could 
be mean, too. She heard her own voice, as though 
it belonged to some total outsider, saying coolly, 
“Mike came after me. It’s not as if you owned 
him, you know. I guess he has a right to make 
up his own mind.” 


Pam’s eyes widened. Obviously, this 
was not the attitude she had expected in Penny. 
For a moment she was speechless. And Penny 
took advantage of that moment. 

She said, “If you'll just listen and not go blow- 
ing your top, I'll tell you what happened.” And 
she proceeded to do so. As she talked, she felt 
her own anger fading. Why should she be angry 
with Pam? Why should Pam be angry with her? 
She tried hard to make clear just what her rela- 
tionship with Mike was—a friendship which had 
grown gradually to be something more than that; 
an understanding and congeniality that had 
brought them closer and closer together. 

Finally Pam asked, and she didn’t sound so 
angry anymore, just indignantly questioning, “But 
if you two were gone on each other, why didn't 
you warn me when I told you I was going after 
him? Why did you just let me go ahead?” 

Penny knew then that it was Pam’s pride that 
had been hurt, nothing deeper. And she was glad. 
She assured Pam, “I didn’t know how Mike felt 
till today. I thought it was just me.” She admitted, 
“It’s the most absolutely wonderful thing that ever 
happened to me, Pam. And when I think of going 
to the prom with Mike—” she broke off to smile at 
Pam mistily. “You don’t really care, do you, with 
so many other boys to choose among?” 

Suddenly Pam smiled, too. She reached out to 
lay her hand briefly on Penny’s. “Not really, I 
guess. It’s just that it’s kind of startling to have 
you take a boy away from me. But, in a way, 
I’m glad it happened. You certainly shouldn't lack 
confidence in yourself after this.” 

They laughed then, both of them, warm, heal- 
ing laughter. And it seemed to Penny that the 
closeness between them was a finer thing for the 
subtle shifting of values (Continued on page 49) 
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ILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, 

seemed to have known more 

about almost anything than any 

man ever writing in the English language, 
had a great deal to say about sleep. 
Whenever the men or women in his 
plays were in tragic or unhappy circum- 
stances, they found time in the midst of 
all their woes to relate the wonders a 
good night’s sleep can do for you. Such 
lovely lines as “O slee “p, O gentle sleep, 
Nature’s soft nurse!” or . Sleep that 
knits up the ravell'd sleave of care .. . 
have become immortal because they are 
true. Mr. S. knew as well as any doctor 
does that no matter what has happened 
to you during the day, a good night's 
sleep is the best of all possible medicines. 
No one knows exactly what happens 
to you when that magic moment arrives 
which is called “going to sleep.” It has 
long been established that when you are 
normally asleep, your heart action slows 
down, your breathing takes on a differ- 
ent rhythm and quality, and your muscles 
relax. But beyond these physical mani- 
festations amazingly little is known of 
the deeper secrets of normal sleep, which, 
of course, is a very different thing from 
the artificially induced sleep you are in 
when under an anesthetic. That is a 
form of paralysis of the nervous system 
so that you not only lose consciousness 
but can feel no pain, even of the most 
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extreme sort. In normal sleep you would 
wake instantly if anyone so much as 
pinched you, just as you do when the 
alarm goes off or someone calls you. 
The most important thing to remember 
about sleep is that we all need it. It is 
nature’s mysterious method of re-ener- 
gizing our machinery for living. The 
younger you are, the more sleep nature 
says you must have to aid your growth 
and to keep your machinery in good 
working order. When you were a baby 
and were busy growing at a fantastic 
rate, you slept at least half and more of 
the twenty-four hour day. (In the begin- 
ning, of course, you slept practically all 
the time.) Now that you are almost full- 
grown, you still need more sleep than 
an adult, so be sure you get nine or, 
better still, ten hours every night. Life 
can be pretty exciting during these teen- 
age years and spending so much time in 
sleep seems a dull way to pass them. But 
when you understand how much depends 
on it, ‘perhaps you won't mind so much 
getting off to bed at a sensible hour. It 
is in sleep that you build up your nervous 
strength and immunity to disease. It is 
in sleep that you have a respite from all 
the little worries, the problems which 
affect your health by making you cross 
and jittery, which in turn affects your 
digestion, takes the sparkle -out of your 
eyes and the fresh, clear look from your 


FAY ALCOTT 


by 


No single tonic in nature's store 


does more for you than sleep 


complexion. Overtatigue, both pliysical 
and mental, can be a devastating matter 
from the standpoint of your health, and 
sleep is its only cure. 

The way you sleep is important, too, 
as is the way you prepare for it. Because 
your heart does slow down, vour body 
te mperature is lowered; so be sure that 
you always have sufficient covering. Even 
in the hottest weather, when one sheet 
almost more than you can bear, 
you should have a lightweight summer 
blanket at the foot of the bed to pull 
up in those always-chill hours before 
dawn. In cold weather you must be 
the judge of just how much warmth 
vou need; but remember, it’s warmth you 
want—not weight. In bitter weather it is 
better to wear a flannel nightgown or 
pajamas to hold your body heat rather 
than to weight yourself down with piles 
of blankets or comforters. 

We have said, too, that in sleep our 
breathing changes its quality and rhythm. 
Just as your heart slows down, so does 
your breathing. It has been proven that 
asleep you breathe in less oxygen than 
vou do ‘when you are awake; at the same 
time you exhale more carbon dioxide, 
which is made from the accumulation of 
waste products carried by the blood 
stream from all over your system to the 
lungs, where they are dissipated into the 
air we breathe (Continued on page 42) 
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Cacefee Ching 


4731: This big-wheel skirt and cool blouse are so easy to sew 
that you can have several versions. Pattern includes directions 
for the tulip or a daisy applique. For sizes 11-17. In size 
13, skirt takes 354 yards 35” material; the blouse, 154 yards 


















9328: A lovely summer frock, with an especially becoming col- 
lar, for sizes 11-17. Choose a figured or solid-color cotton 
for it; or, for a Special-Event number, try one of the rustly 
taffetized fabrics. Size 13 requires 4% yards 39” material 


9049: Cap sleeves ending in a narrow shoulder yoke, and a 
bodice with a slit back are smart touches in a party frock that 
would be pretty as a picture in cotton, silk, or a taffetized 
material. Sizes 11-17. Size 13 calls for 334 yards 35” fabric 


9197: Summer's three S’s—shorts, shirt, skirt—are all in this \ 
set for sizes 10-16. Combine the wrap skirt, in plain chambray, 
with shorts and shirt of cotton check. In size 12, skirt needs 
3% yards, shirt and shorts 244 yards, of 35” material 














































e ‘ 
| \ 
i 

ysical il 
atter 
, and 
, too, 9197 
cause ol. 

body 7 
- that »¢ ; 

Even fo| * “9 

sheel e + 

bear, 34 e> 
mmer . e's 
| pull 2 ie ‘ 
‘ me i) tee Each Pattern 30¢ 
st be Je i - 
armth = a Ro Drawing by Florence Maier 
h you : 
r it is 
yn or 
‘ather 

pon These patterns may be pur- 

chased from The American 

p our Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 East 
ythm. 44th Street, New York City 
does '7 17. When ordering, be sure 
that to enclose the correct amount 
Pree for each pattern (sorry, no 
than C.O.D.’s) and state size. We 
same pay the postage. For your 
oxide, convenience there is a clip- 
‘on of out order blank on page 50 
blood 
‘o the 
to the 
e 42) 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 21 
1952 


a 











— 


very imaginable kind of egg recipe 

descended upon this month’s ex- 

change! Hundreds were received, 

proving beyond any doubt that eggs 
certainly are top favorites with AMERICAN 
Git readers. 

Spring is the season when eggs are most 
plentiful and least expensive, so now is a 
good time to try the recipes we are giving 
you here. Be sure to keep two things in 
mind: First, eggs should always be stored 
in a refrigerator or other cool place; second, 
keep the heat low when cooking them, and 
they will co-operate by staying delicate in 
flavor, tender, and appetizing. 

For the July Recipe Exchange we are ask- 
ing for Summer Drinks. Send us the recipe 
you like best to make—it can be for party 
refreshment, or a family hot-weather favor- 
ite. Try out your recipe or check it ver 
carefully before sending it in. For —- 
recipe printed in the magazine we pay $1.00. 
See page 50 for details. 


HAM-AND-EGG PUFF 


A dish that is quick and easy to prepare, 
and practically a meal in itself. The tapioca 
and eet crumbs help keep the puff from 
falling, but it is best to serve it as soon as it 
comes from the oven. 


_ 


1 tablespoon quick- 
cooking tapioca 


cup soft bread 
crumbs 


% teaspoon salt 1 tablespoon butter 
Ye teaspoon pepper 1 cup ground cooked 
% cup milk ham 


4 eggs, separated 


Combine tapioca, salt, pepper, and milk 
in top of double boiler. Cook 8 to 10 min- 
utes, stirring constantly, until slightly thick- 
ened. Add crumbs and butter and mix well. 
Cool slightly, and add ham. Beat egg yolks 
well and stir into ham mixture. Beat egg 
whites stiff and gently fold into first mix- 
ture. Turn into hot, greased 9-inch skillet 
and cook over low heat 3 minutes. Transfer 
to moderate oven (350°) and cook 15 to 20 
minutes, or until lightly browned. Serves 6. 

Sent by Sum ey EFTerFiELp, 
Argyle, Minnesota 


BAKED EGGS IN MACARONI 
A simple, hearty luncheon or supper dish, 
high in essential food elements, and easy 
on the budget. 
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EGGS 


by JUDITH MILLER 


1 teaspoon salt 
“% teaspoon pepper 


1 tablespoon butter 
1 tablespoon flour 


1 cup milk 2 cups hot cooked 
Ye cup grated American macaroni 
cheese 4 eggs 


Melt butter, stir in flour. Gradually add 
milk and cook 5 minutes, stirring constantly, 
until smooth and thick. Add cheese and sea- 
sonings, and cook over low heat until cheese 
is melted. Place macaroni in buttered baking 
dish and cover with cheese sauce. Make four 
hollows in macaroni and carefully drop a 
whole egg into each depression. Bake in 
moderate oven (350°) 15 minutes, or until 
eggs are set. Serves 4. 

Sent by Connie CLINTON, 
Princeton, New Jersey 


NORWEGIAN SOUFFLE 


This dessert soufflé is delicate and deli- 
cious. But it won’t wait for the family, so 
coax the family to wait for it, if necessary. 
% cup butter 
“% cup flour 
Y teaspoon salt 
1 cup milk 
3 egg yolks 


Ya cup sugar 

% cup finely chopped 
pecans 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

3 egg whites 


Melt butter in top of double boiler. Stir 
in flour and salt, mixing well. Add milk 
gradually, stirring constantly. Cook until 
mixture becomes a thick paste. Combine 
well-beaten egg yolks, sugar, pecans, and 
vanilla, and mix thoroughly. Add flour mix- 
ture and stir until thoroughly blended. Beat 
egg whites stiff, and fold first mixture care- 
fully, but thoroughly, into them. Turn into 
greased casserole, place in pan of hot water. 
Bake in moderate oven (350°) until set 
(about one hour or until knife inserted in 
center comes out clean). Serve at once with 
whipped cream flavored with grated lemon 
rind. Serves 5 or 6. 

Sent by ANN JENSEN, Marshall, 
Illinois 


FISH-AND-EGG SHORTCAKE 


For extra flavor, chopped mushrooms, 
pimientos, or peas, and a dash of marjoram 
and tarragon, may be added to this short- 
cake. It’s tasty, and very filling! 





4 tablespoons butter 

1 medium onion 
chopped 

Ya cup chopped celery 

4 tablespoons flour 

2 cups milk 


Ya teaspoon salt 

Dash cayenne pepper 

4 hard-cooked eggs 

1 8-0z. can salmon, 
tuna, crabmeat, or 


other fish, flaked 


Make a pan of corn bread, using your 
regular recipe or a quick mix. 

While it is baking, melt butter in top of 
double boiler. Add onion and celery and 
cook over direct heat until tender. Place 
over boiling water, add flour, and stir until 
blended. Gradually add milk and cook, stir- 
ring constantly, until mixture thickens. Add 
seasonings. Chop 3 of the eggs and add, 
with the fish, to the cream sauce. Cut corn 
bread into squares and split; pour creamed 
mixture between halves of squares and over 
top. Garnish with slices of the remaining 
hard-cooked egg. Serves 6. 

Sent by Vircinta Moss, New Iberia, 
Louisiana 


PICKLED EGGS 


Something special for the lunch box, and 
nice for a buffet supper, too. 


12 hard-cooked eggs 1 cup sugar 
1 medium onion, 1 cup water 
sliced 1 teaspoon mixed 


1 cup vinegar pickling spices 


1 teaspoon salt 


Shell eggs and prick in several places 
with a fork. Put in a deep dish or crock 
with the onion. Combine remaining ingre- 
dients and boil for five minutes. Pour, while 
hot, over eggs. Store at least 36 hours in 
refrigerator before serving. If left in the 
pickling mixture, the eggs will keep several 
weeks in the refrigerator. 

Sent by Puyiuis FrREvunD, 
West Bend, Wisconsin 


POTATO-EGG SOUP 


This is an unusual kind of soup. Onion, 
celery, garlic or green pepper may be added, 
to suit your own taste. 

Ye teaspoon pepper 
2 tablespoons butter 
or margarine 
4 to 8 eggs 


6 medium potatoes 
2 cups milk 
1 teaspoon salt 


Dice potatoes fine and cook until tender 
in just enough lightly salted water to cover. 
(Continued on page 33) 
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Fresh as a spring breeze is our April Prize Purchase of crisp pinline piqué. Jaunty 
stripes make a wide-flung skirt and edge the collar and armholes of a trim, sleeveless bodice. Belt 
‘ is plastic patent leather. By Suzy Brooks, teen sizes 10-16, about $8 at stores on page 47 
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These jacket dresses are carefully calcula se 


summer. The built-up-shoulder undadres. 
modest sunning . . . Slginto 


jack-in-the-box, you fread 


DRAWINGS BY HILDA GLASGOW 
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ulamio see you through the 
undadress is perfect for 
. Siinto the top and “‘pop” like a 


you'mread y to tour the town! 
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Dressed-up denim by Fran Marque in a full shirred 
skirt boldly splashed with rickrack and braid, about $8. 
The brief cardigan neckline jacket, which is also braid- 
trimmed, has drop-shoulder dolman sleeves, about 
$6. Teen sizes 10-16 at Stix, Baer & Fuller, St. Louis 





Rhinestones on the collar and belt add excitement to 
Touraine’s outfit of taffetized cotton. Skirt has wide 
unpressed pleats. Subteen sizes 8-14, about $9. Powers, 
Minneapolis; Woodward & Lothrop, Washington, D.C. 





LAGOVW 


Full, full skirts mated with the 


briefest of jackets or blouses 
set the pace for spring—are the 
perfect companions for summer! 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BILL BENEDICT 
JEWELRY BY CORO; SHOES BY CAPEZIO 


GLOVES BY DAWNELLE; HATS BY R. ENGLANDER 


Joan Lord’s full-circle skirt of flower-printed em- 
bossed cotton has a dyed-to-match raffia belt. Co- 
ordinated broadcloth blouse has a_ button-tabbed 
collar and two pockets. Teen sizes 10-16, about $9, 
Gimbel’s, New York City; Wurzburg’s, Grand Rapids 
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N fire fighting, speed is all important. That’s why 

the volunteer fire departments of Wayne County, 
N. Y., have installed two-way radio in their vehicles 
and formed a county-wide network to co-ordinate 
their activities. Realizing that the first few minutes 
of a fire are the crucial ones, county fire chiefs de- 
cided radio could help rush equipment to the scene. 
Together with General Electric engineers in nearby 
Syracuse, they worked out details of the radio net- 
work. A complete headquarters FM radio com- 
munications station was installed at Lyons, the 
county seat, from which contact can be made with 
any of the county’s 27 departments. 

Walkie-talkie radios keep firemen on water 
pumpers in constant touch with the men close to 
the fire. Pumpers are sometimes as much as a mile 
from the fire, and calls for more or less water 
pressure are speeded by radio. 


GENERAL 








“eo may stop at your corner drugstore some- 
time in the future, drop a few coins in a slot, 
and one minute later lift out a dinner plate on 
which is a steaming hot dinner of meat, potatoes, 
and vegetables,” is the forecast of a General Electric 
engineer whose business is electronics tubes. It 
seems that the key to a hot-dinner machine is a 
type of tube called a magnetron. G.E. has already 
developed one that will defrost and heat pre-cooked 
dinners within 70 seconds. But it will be a while 
before magnetrons can be used economically in 
food dispensers. Right now they have a military 
role to play—in radar and aircraft landing control. 





| | grapes sheep seems like a tar cry from study- 
ing radioactivity. But at the atomic energy 
plant in Hanford, Washington, General Electric 
scientists are doing some sheep farming to learn 
more about the effects of radiation and radioactive 
wastes. 

The 200 sheep that are assisting the scientists in 
their experiments are a pampered lot, thriving on 
their balanced diet of alfalfa, grain, and food pellets 
containing radioactive iodine. Even the maximum 
dose of radioactive material, it has been found, has 
very little effect on the sheep. 
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S. important —the bra and girdle you wear in the formative teen 
years. So choose wisely. Wear Bobbies by Formfit—a name you can 
trust! Designed specially for teen-agers, Bobbie Bras and Britches 
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f 


give you the trim, smooth lines you want today. Plus the comfort and 
freedom, the healthful support your figure needs to develop best for 
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the future! Bobbies are soft, cool, airy light. Styles and colors for day- 
time or date-time needs. Get ’em at any good store! 


Bobbie Bras, $1.25 to $1.75 


In all teen sizes 


Bobbie Strapless, $2.00 
Bobbie Britches from $3.95 


(4 detachable garters) 
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A trip may upset 


your schedule on “those days” 


TRUE: A change of climate will some- 
times hasten—or delay—“‘those days.” 
This happens to lots of girls . . . don’t 
worry if it happens to you. 

But it’s just because so many girls 
do worry that the makers cf Modess 
have prepared the wonderful new book- 


TRUE = 


It’s upsetting to buy 

any sanitary napkin 
FALSE: You needn’t feel a smitch of 
embarrassment when you buy Modess 
—the one napkin that comes in the 
“keep a secret” box. 

For this discreet-shape Modess box 
looks just like candy or note paper... 
like anything, in fact, except a box of 
sanitary napkins. 

What’s more, Modess is tactfully 
wrapped before it reaches your store. 


let, “Growing Up and Liking It.” 
Here, written in a frank, friendly 
way—with loads of illustrations—are 
allthefactsabout “thattimeofmonth.” 
Accurate, doctor-approved advice... 
plus tips on health, grooming and poise. 
Mail coupon below for your free copy. 


ALS ? 


Same number of so-safe, so-soft napkins 
asinold box. 3 napkin sizes: Regular (for 
average needs) . . . Junior (narrower) 
... Super (extra-protective). 2 Modess 
Sanitary Belt styles . . . pin or pinless. 


old shape 





new shape 


Send now for your FREE Modess Booklet ! 














' 
: Anne Shelby, Personal Products Corp., Box 5251-4, Milltown, N. J. 
| Please send me, in plain wrapper, a FREE copy of “Grow- 
l ing Up and Liking It.’’ (Good only in U. S. A. and Canada) 

Name 

(PLEASE PRINT) 

Address 

City 
i State P.O. Age 
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Siftgrt,comfortable 
shoeato go with 
your uRiform 


D9 higher 
in Far West. 


also in Official 
Brownie Scout 
Sizes 1214 to 3 


DUAL CUSHION HEEL 
for extra 
walking comfort 


CURTIS ¢ STEPHENS e¢ EMBRY CO., INC., Reading, Pa. 
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A Formal for Libba 
(Continued from page 13) 


row, a welcoming sort of house, also red 
brick. 

Mrs. Campbell was at the door to meet 
us. She had nice twinkling blue eyes. 

“Dr. Marling, how nice to see you. So 
this is Libba.” 

Before we knew it Father and I and 
my suitcase were in the front hall. Father 
headed for Dr. Campbell’s study and Mrs. 
Campbell ushered me to the guest room. 

“Melanie will be here about five, I be- 
lieve,” said Mrs. Campbell. “Her friend, 
Tom Weatherby, and Breck are coming for 
dinner. When you've unpacked come down 
to the living room.” 

She bustled away and I set about follow- 
ing her suggestion. The room had twin beds 
and I plunked my suitcase on the nearest 
one. The moment I opened it, a cry of horror 
escaped me as a mass of pink met my eyes. 
What if Jane had decided against the green 
satin when I had heard her repacking my 
suitcase? I dug frantically among my effects. 
I breathed freely again when I found the 
green satin and hung it lovingly in the closet. 
I left the pink dress in the suitcase. No mortal 
eye, especially that of Melanie Norton, was 
going to see that ancient rag. Why Jane had 
put it in I didn’t bother to fathom. 


When I got downstairs, Father 
had already gone. Mrs. Campbell was wait- 
ing for me in the hall and began to chat gaily. 

But she stopped suddenly, her eyes bulg- 
ing. I followed her glance to the driveway. 
A massive car, driven by a chauffeur, rolled 
to a halt and Miss Melanie Norton stepped 
forth. My eyes bulged, too. Melanie was 
even more beautiful and far more sophis- 
ticated than I remembered. Her black-wool 
suit, her furs, and her veiled and feathered 
hat were strictly Parisian. She wore ankle- 
strap shoes and lipstick that was nearly as 
dark as her hair. The chauffeur staggered 
after her with three suitcases. 

“Mrs. Campbell?” Melanie’s voice was 
lyrical. “Hello, Libba.” She glanced disdain- 
fully at my country tweeds. 

Mrs. Campbell told the chauffeur where to 
put the lugg rage and hastened Melanie to 
our quarters. She looked as though she were 
trying not to laugh. 

I was far from amused myself. Even the 
green satin couldn’t compete with Melanie. 
But it was time to dress for dinner so I 
trailed moodily upstairs. 

Mrs. Campbell had departed and Melanie 
was unpacking. She nodded at me, but that 
was all. Apparently I was slated for no girl- 
ish confidences from her. That suited me and 
I retired to the bathroom for a soothing bath. 
When I got back to the room there was 
Melanie, fully dressed for the evening. I 
stared with my mouth open. She was wear- 
ing the exact copy of my green satin! 

“Like it?” Melanie pree ned gracefully. 

How could I help but like it? On her 
it was perfect. The color did things for 
her it couldn’t do for me. The neckline didn’t 
sag; the waistline didn’t droop. 

I took the bull by the horns and ex- 
tracted my dress from the closet. Some of 
my misery was pacified by the yelp of rage 
that escaped Melaine. 

“You—you can’t wear that!” sl.e shrieked. 

That was enough for me. “I can and 
I will,” I said firmly. ° 


“You must have something else,” said 
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Melanie. Before I could stop her, she threw 
herself at my suitcase and yanked it open. 
The familiar taffeta lay just where she 
couldn’t miss it. 

“You can wear this,” said Melanie, pulling 
it forth. “It’s much more suitable for your— 
your—” She had the grace not to finish. 

By way of answer I put on the green 
dress. How I looked in it compared to 
Melanie need not be described. I hitched up 
the neckline with a careless shrug and 
marched out of the room. Melanie tossed her 
head and swayed after me. We entered the 
living room together. 

Breck, taller and blonder than I remem- 
bered, was standing by the fireplace. 

“Hi, Libba! Tom Weatherby.” He waved 
his hand toward the boy beside him who was 
short and dark with a pleasant, blunt face. 
Then, he looked at Melanie. “Miss Norton, 
I believe?” 

Melanie smiled sweetly and ignored him. 
She put a hand caressingly on Tom’s arm, 
and looked into his eyes. Tom turned brick 
red and yanked at his collar. Breck laughed 
hoarsely. Then he spared a glance for me. 

“What do you and Miss Norton think 
you're playing—a sister act?” he growled. 

Melanie began to talk in soft tones to Tom. 
I gave a surreptitious hitch to my dress and 
sank into a chair. Conversation between 
Breck and me was at a standstill. 

Mrs. Campbell came to the rescue by 
calling us to dinner. I hardly knew what I 
ate. Between struggling with my neckline 
and trying to look unconcerned I had all I 
could do. Breck sat beside me and watched 
Melanie talk to Tom. Tom was as silent as I 
and seemed to be just as uncomfortable. 

The dance was being held in the gym- 
nasium, and we walked to the building short- 
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ly after dinner. Tom, with Melanie clingin 
to his arm, went first. Breck and I follow 
hot on their heels. _ 

“Miss Norton is adding another fish to 
her string,” said Breck loudly. 

Melanie laughed, lightly and clearly. I 
thought it was time for Libba Marling to 
make herself felt and launched into a flow 
of desperate trivia, bound to make Breck pay 
attention to me. 

He listened politely, but he watched Me- 
lanie. The gym was crowded with the youth 
of St. Stephen’s and their feminine friends. 
The orchestra was in full swing and my feet 
began to tingle. I love to dance and I must 
say I'm rather a neat partner. 

Breck and I began to dance. My skirt kept 
catching in my heels, and each time I low- 
ered my arms my neckline followed suit. I 
was so absorbed in trying to manage my 
dress that conversation failed me. 

Breck was too busy watching the stag 
line that trailed after Melanie to notice 
my misery. Tom, who had taken only a few 
whirls with her before being cut in on, was 
sitting in a corner looking stunned. For the 
hundredth time I retrieved my shoulderline 
and began to wonder what was so wonderful 
about Breck after all. 

Just at that moment Melanie glided by. 
“Having fun?” she burbled. 

“Yah!” said Breck and swung me around. 

Somehow—and I shall never know whether 
it was accidental or not—my flaring dress 
caught under Melanie’s heel and the entire 
side seam ripped open to my knee. 

“Oooh!” Melanie’s voice was lyric with 
sorrow. “Too bad, Libba. Now you'll have—” 

I didn’t wait for her advice. Clutching 
my rags about me, I made a dash for the 


me and I didn’t notice where I was going. 
I ended up in a sort of porch where I let my 
tears flow freely. 

Suddenly I felt a hand on my arm. 
“Listen,” said a vaguely familiar voice, 
“don’t let her get you down.” 

I looked up in a hurry. Tom Weatherby 
stood beside me, grinning in a comforting 
way. For the first time I noticed what nice 
brown eyes he had. 

“Listen,” he said again, “haven't you 
something else to wear? Something more—” 

He wanted to say “more suitable” I 
knew, but I cut him off short. “You bet I 
have,” I said fiercely. Right then I made 
up my mind that Miss Melanie Norton was 
not going to drive me from the dance floor. 
“Tll go and change.” 

“Good girl,” said Tom. “Come on.” He 
led me out through a side door, and we made 
= time to the Campbell residence. We 

idn’t talk much but somehow silence wasn’t 
so noticeable with Tom. He was like an 
old friend who understood things. 

It was the work of moments to switch 
to the well-known taffeta. As soon as I'd 
settled into it I knew it was the dress for 
me. It was comfortable and becoming. Jane, 
who understands so much, must have known 
the green satin would let me down somehow, 
and so she had quietly provided a substitute. 
Right then and there I willed the green 
satin to Jane, who is a skilled needlewoman. 

Tom took one look at me when I whipped 
downstairs again. “That’s more like it,” 
he said with a grin. 

It was even more like it when we got 
back to the gym. I hadn’t danced six steps 
with Tom before someone cut in. “Where'd 
you come from?” asked the new youth. 
“Haven't seen you before.” 
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Chas. H. Bear—York, Pa. 
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R.A.R’s puckered nylon classic. 
It’s good-by fuss . . 
. and ironing! Everything’s smooth ’n’ sweet! 
Practical—just tub it, dry it—wear it! 
Portable—goes anywhere: picnic, prom or graduation! 
Pretty—yum’s the word! Peter Pan collar, glitter 
buttons, frothy gathered skirt. Plus R.A.R. extras: 
snap-in shoulder pads, Kee zipper (can’t ever 
stick). Small teen sizes 8, 10, 12, 14. 
Petal pink, forget-me-not blue, jonquil 
yellow, daisy white. Under $13. 


. muss... cleaning 





Bullock’s—Los Angeles, Cal. 
B. Lowenstein—Memphis, Tenn. 
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STYLES FOR 
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For your Big Moments 
--. atlittle prices! Look 
for the AMERICAN 
GIRL tag ... or write 
for name of store near- 
est you. 


BETTY ANN HATS, Inc. 
25 West 30th Street, New York 18 





FREE BOOK 


will help you 
PLAY BETTER TENNIS 





@ Want to learn to play 
good tennis? Would 
you like to improve 
your game? Send for 
this FREE book by 
Vinnie Richards, holder 
of 30 Championships. 
This booklet is based 
on Richards’ own tour- 
nament experience— 
illustrated with 36 fast 
action shots and photos 
of every grip. Surprise 
your opponents with 
the improvement in 
your game. Mail this 
coupon now. 
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DUNLOP TIRE & RUBBER CORP., Dept. 27, 500 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Please rush me that FREE Dunlop tennis book, “How 
To Improve Your Tennis GAme” by Vinnie Richards. 
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He hadn't, as a matter of fact. It was 
a new Libba Marling who graced the dance 
floor now. I could dance with ease; con- 
versation bubbled forth. More and more boys 
cut in. I was almost a belle. Frankness 
compels me to state that I by no means 
rivaled Melanie, but for Libba Marling I 
was getting a respectable rush. 

Even Breck cut in a few times, but the 
memory of my former misery with him made 
conversation lag. I noticed he never danced 
with Melanie though he watched her like a 
hawk. 

There was some mystery about this whole 
business, and I questioned Tom about it the 
next time he cut in. 

“What’s all this between Breck and 
Melanie?” I asked bluntly. 

Tom looked confused, start-d to speak, 
then shook his head. I began to watch 
Melanie, too, and saw that she kept an eye 
on Breck every time he danced with me. 

Once when Melanie and I found ourselves 
side by side during a pause in the music, 
she leaned toward me and whispered fierce- 
ly, “I can get Breck back any time I want. 
So don’t think you can—” 

The music interrupted, but I got the 
point. If she thought I wanted Breck Worth- 
ington she was sadly mistaken. The scales 
had fallen from my eyes. We had nothing in 
common, not even light conversation. It oc- 
curred to me that if Breck and Melanie could 
be brought together again, Tom might be 
free to bestow his regard elsewhere. Little 
plots floated in my brain but came to nothing. 

As it turned out, plots and plans would 
have availed me little. It was luck that 
brought the problem to a head. When the 
supper dance was announced, the girls were 
told to line up on one side of the room, the 
boys on the other. 

“Now,” the band leader directed, “choose 


Which Way—In Advertising? 


The first and possibly the most important job 
done by the art department is the layout 
design. The rough layout is a penciled sketch 
outlining the setup and location of different 
portions of the ad. The layout must be ap- 
proved by the account executive and the 
clients before the final art work is begun. 

In addition to their artistic talents, women 
who are layout designers must thoroughly 
understand the type of reader to whom a 
particular ad must appeal. Enthusiasm, im- 
agination and inspiration--these are the 
qualities with which the designer must be 
imbued. The art museums should be her 
second home. Although the layout designer 
—much like the ad writer—must possess that 
inborn creative gift, sound technical instruc- 
tions in an art school is advisable. 

The finished art work is done generally by 
art studios or by free-lance artists who are 
specialists in definite fields. Sometimes full- 
time hand letterers and commercial photog- 
raphers are employed by agencies, but rarely 
are women found in these jobs. Young girl 
apprentices are hired to perform minor mis- 
cellaneous chores, such as mounting layouts, 
supervising the art files and supplies, oper- 
ating a photostat machine and assisting in 
the darkroom. 

The young art-school graduate ought not 
to scoff at an apprentice offer. This is an 
excellent way for her to get her pen and 
brush into an agency, particularly since com- 
petition from male designers is quite keen. 
But if she is outstandingly good she can look 


your partners, gentlemen, for the supper 
dance.” 

The girls huddled together, trying to 
look unconcerned, but keeping a sharp eye 
on the boys. I found myself standing beside 
Melanie. Before we could exchange so much 
as a chilly stare there was a stampede of 
masculine feet. The boys charged down on 
the waiting females. The jostling was pretty 
intense, but when it was over both Breck 
and Tom were bowing before me. 

For a second my head swam. I heard 
Melanie give a little gasp. Then inspiration 
struck. I held out my hand to Tom. 

“You said you could get him back,” I 
said to Melanie, nodding at Breck. “Well, 
here he is.” 

I couldn't resist this golden opportunity 
to pay her back. Breck turned to Melanie 
and she had to take him. I walked off with 
Tom, my spirits soaring. 

Tom began to laugh. “That’s what they 
needed,” he said. “Someone to push them.” 

A thought struck me. “How come you 
asked her to the dance?” x 

“Breck :sked me to do it. He’s nuts 
about her, but they had a fight and he didn’t 
dare ask her himself. I hardly know her and 
I must say—” ; 

“Say what?” I prodded hopefully. 

Tom grinned his nice grin. “Well, it’s 
just that there are other people I'd rather 
know better.” 

I didn’t pursue the topic. He had said 
enough for me. My heart hummed lightly. 

In the supper room I saw Breck and 
Melanie deep in conversation. Suddenly I 
realized that Breck and Melanie and green 
satin all went together somehow. I glanced 
at Tom. He smiled at me in a way that was 
as easy and comfortable as my pink dress. 
I knew then that Tom and taffeta and Libba 
Marling had a lot in common too. THE END 





(Continued from page 15) 


forward in pleasant anticipation to the day 
when her talents are recognized and she be- 
comes a layout designer or artist. 

And so through the co-operative efforts of 
the writers, artists, account executives, and 
research workers the advertising campaign 
is set up. 

Who takes it from there? The media 
buyer brings the advertiser’s message to the 
attention of the public. Newspapers, maga- 
zines, trade journals, professional publica- 
tions, billboards, radio and television are the 
media he employs most often. There are 
essentially two types of media buyers: the 
time buyers, who purchase minutes before, 
after, or right in the heart of a radio or tele- 
vision program, and the space buyers, who 
purchase on behalf of the agency and client 
a full page in a monthly magazine, a six- 
inch block in a daily newspaper, or a com- 
plete spread on a highway billboard. Both 
have the responsibility of seeing that their 
clients’ money is wisely spent. The buyer 
must be facile with numbers, for in making 
her choice of media she must consider rates, 
discounts, circulation, and other endless 
figures. 

The large agency, before hiring a young 
lady in its media department, requires simi- 
lar previous experience obtained in a small 
agency and the small agencies in turn, will 
not accept her unless she has done some 
retail selling or solicited ads for a newspaper. 

One last look around our agency takes 
us to the production department, where 
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women are rarely found, due to the highly 
technical nature and great pressure of the 
work. This department functions in close 
co-operation with the printers and engravers. 

And, now, before we shut the door be- 
hind us, let’s not forget the vast army of 
feminine bookkeepers, accountants, recep- 
tionists, file clerks, secretaries, stenographers, 
typists, and office-machine operators. In the 
accounting department, there are young girls 
known as checkers. It is their duty to see 
that each ad appears in the proper medium 
and has received the space poe all due it. 
Sometimes office positions are steppingstones 
to the other agency jobs we have mentioned. 

Do you make a fortune or a fairish 
living? As is true in most professions, salaries 
in advertising range from the sublime to the 
so-so. You can earn a top salary of around 
$35,000 per year or as little as $1,500 de- 
pending on the type of job, length of em- 
ployment, and length of time in the field. A 
general average salary for five years’ em- 


ployment is around $3,000 to $4,000; for 
ten years the average is $4,000 to $5,000. 

Smaller concerns pay about the same as 
large ones. Women working in public rela- 
tions, sales promotion, and account manage- 
ment make more money as a rule than crea- 
tive artists and writers. 

Will you find your future in advertising? 
If you think you will, your school studies 
should include English, public speaking, 
mathematics, art, languages, om social 
studies. Outside activities such as dramatics, 
group work with people, work on the year- 
book and school paper will be a boon to 
you, as will selling experience. Ask your 
counselor, teacher, and parents to help you 
pick the college and courses which will pre- 
pare you for the branch of advertising you 
like best. 

During the past twenty-five years women 
have cut a real pathway in advertising. The 
signposts are there—for you to follow. 

THE END 








Your Own Recipe Exchange (Continued from page 22 


Drain, reserving liquid, and mash or sieve 
potatoes. Put potatoes and any lig id in 
a large, shallow saucepan. Add milk, salt, 
pepper, and butter. Heat until bubbly, but 
not boiling. Break eggs one at a time into 
a small bowl; slip one by one into the potato 
mixture, taking care not to crowd the eggs. 
Lower heat, cover, and cook until whites of 
eggs are set—about 4 minutes. With a large, 
slotted spoon, carefully place one or two 
eggs in each soup bowl, add soup, and serve 
immediately. Serves 4. 
Sent by KanEN WILLIAMS, 
Myrtle Creek, Oregon 


STUFFED ROLLS 


These can be made in advance and heated 
after a game or an outdoor party. Jane says 
her big brother calls them real “date bait.” 


3 hard-cooked eggs, 1 tablespoon grated 
chopped onion 

1 cup grated American 1 cup tomato sauce 
cheese 1 small bottle stuffed 

1 tablespoon finely olives, chopped 


grated green pepper 6 crusty rolls 


Combine first six ingredients, adding salt 
and pepper to taste. Cut tops off rolls, scoop 
out centers with a fork, and fill with egg 
mixture. Replace tops and wrap each roll 
in wax paper. When ready to serve, heat in 
moderate oven 20 minutes. Serves 6 dainty 
girls or 3 hearty boys. 

Sent by Joyce KruceEr, 
Pasadena, California 


JELLIED STUFFED EGGS 


Here is a dressed-up version of the deviled 
eggs so dear to so many. 


¥ cup cold water 

1 cup boiling water 

¥2 cup sugar 

¥2 cup vinegar 

% teaspoon dry mus- 2 tablespoons lemon 
tard juice 

¥2 teaspoon salt 

¥2 teaspoon paprika 

’2 cup diced celery 


6 hard-cooked eggs 

3 tablespoons grated 
cheese 

1 tablespoon vinegar 


1 teaspoon salt 
Ye teaspoon pepper 
Y% cup melted butter 
1 tablespoon unflav- ’2 cup diced green 
ored gelatin pepper 
Shell eggs and cut in half lengthwise. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


Remove yolks, mash, and combine with 
cheese, vinegar, mustard, salt, pepper, and 
butter. Heap mixture into halved whites and 
arrange attractively in mold or shallow glass 
dish. Soften gelatin in cold water 5 minutes. 
Add boiling water, sugar, vinegar, lemon 
juice, salt, and oo. Cool until thick and 
sirupy. Add celery and green pepper and 
mix well. Pour over eggs and set in cool | 
place to harden. Unmold on bed of crisp | 
greens, and serve with a bowl of mayon- 
naise. Serves 6. 
Sent by Sue Usuer, Ashtabula, Ohio 





CREAM PUFFS 


Cream puffs really aren't hard to do at 
all, and how proud you will be to serve 
some you have made yourself! 


1 cup water 
Ys cup butter or 
salad oil 


1 cup pastry flour 
2 teaspoon salt 
4 eggs | 


Bring water and butter or oil to a_ boil | 
in saucepan. Sift together flour and_ salt. 
Add all at once to water and stir vigorously 
over low heat until mixture forms a_ ball 
and leaves sides of pan. Remove from heat 
and cool slightly. Add unbeaten eggs one 
at a time, beating thoroughly after each 
addition. Drop mixture by tablespoonfuls on 
greased baking sheet, leaving at least 2 
inches between each. Bake 15 minutes in 
hot oven (425°); reduce heat to 375° and 
bake for 20 minutes. When cool, cut a gash 
in the side of each puff and fill. Makes 12 
to 15 large puffs. 

You may fill puffs with a prepared pud- 
ding, fresh _ berries, cieeel whipped 
cream, ice cream, or cream filling. 


CREAM FILLING: 


4 cup sugar 
3 tablespoons flour 
Few grains salt 


1 cup milk 


1 egg 
1 teaspoon vanilla 


Combine sugar, flour, and salt. Scald milk 
and add slowly to flour mixture. Cook over 
hot water, stirring constantly, for 15 min- 
utes. Beat egg. Pour a little of the hot mix- 
ture into the egg, stir well, and combine 
with first mixture. Cook over hot water 3 
minutes. Cool, and add vanilla. THE END 





Please turn to page 50 for the next 
Recipe Exchange Announcement | 





not when you rate high 
with the crowd for good 
humor, a sweet manner 
—and a slick, out-of-the- 
bandbox grooming! 


’ 
Its no secret 

that friends frown on a fault like 
underarm perspiration odor. Or that 
Teeners can be just as guilty as 
“older” people if they don’t protect 
their charm for sure. So, on guard, 
gal! 


You see, bacteria that cause odor grow 
more readily in confined areas like the 
underarms. You need dependable protec- 
tion—and new fimer Mum is the deodor- 
ant for that! 


New» ‘Mum contains -3 
...@ practically magic ingre- 
dient that protects against 
odor-causing bacteria. No 
wonder softer, creamier new 
Mum with M-3 stops odor 
longer! 


It’s a pleasure to use petal-smooth new 
Mum because you know it's free from 
harsh ingredients, safe for normal skin — 
and won't rot or discolor your dreamy 
fabrics. And mark this, new Mum is the 
only leading deodorant that contains no 
water to dry out or decrease its efficiency. 
No waste. No shrinkage. 


Delicately perfumed new Mum is a 
smoothie in texture, too. Stays 
satiny and usable, wonderful right 
to the bottom of the jar. So be a 
dear—stay nice to be near with new 
finer Mum! 


FREE LEAFLET... 






send for “NOW is the 
Time.” It's fun — it’s in- 
formative. And ask your 
Leader to request free com- 
plete Group Program on 
Good Grooming, including colorful 
Wall Chart, Poster, Manual with leaf- 
let for each girl. Bristol-Myers Co., 
Educational Service Dept. AG-42, 
630 Sth Ave., New York 20, N. Y. 
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¢ of course 
it’s an 
Old Town Canoe 





Wooptanp waterways will find them 
drifting and dreaming while their Old 
Town takes care of itself. Responsive 
to the slightest touch. Strong and skill- 
fully balanced for safety. Light to 
carry. Fun to own, easy to maintain. 
FREE CATALOG shows all kinds of canoes for 


paddling, for sailing, for outboards. Also sail- 
boats, outboard boats, dinghies, rowboats. 


OLD TOWN CANOES 


Old Town Canoe Co., 
824 Fourth St., Old Town, Maine. 
PLEASE SEND ME FREE CATALOG 
| Name 
i Address 


Lu City 








hes aw anvem ane 


State 
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Let’s Launder (Continued from page 17) 


jacket, for instance, may not be safe in water 
because most present-day linings bleed and 
shrink. That is why it is important to 
(1) study labels cal (2) ask questions at 
the store. When you do get a completely 
washable outfit and know how to wash it— 
then you have something easy to care for. 

Now that we see how the construction of 
a fabric or garment influences its washability, 
let’s get on to the actual washing processes. 
The first step in good laundering techniques, 
in washing by hand or machine, is sorting. 

Sort carefully. White and colorfast pastel 
garments can go in one group. Lightly 
soiled colored clothes—cottons, linens, sturdy 
rayons—go into a separate group, as do 
your heavily soiled, dark corduroys, denims, 
blue jeans. Lastly, collect your delicate 
things—blouses, underwear,  nightclothes, 
scarves, print dresses. Many of these require 
hand-washing. Since white nylon picks up 
dye that doesn’t even show in the suds, the 
rule is keep all white nylons strictly away 
from colored garments to avoid a grayed or 
yellowed look. 

Choose your sudsmaker according to the 
job you want it to do. The box or wrapper 
indicates whether its contents are intended 
for “light-duty” washing of fine fabrics, or 
for “heavy-duty” work on sturdy pieces. 
Read the washing directions on the package 
carefully to help you do the right job. 

If you want to blue your white things, 
you have a choice of several types of blueing. 
Again, follow directions on the package. 

Now for the washing rules. 


Fine-fabric washing: Colorfast lingerie can 
go in the washer, in lukewarm suds, for 
not more than three minutes. A cotton or 
nylon-mesh laundering bag is a fine thing 
for enclosing dainty underwear in the washer. 
Run bag and all through a loose wringer, or 
spin by machine. Roll garments in a bath 
towel to remove any excess moisture. Unroll 
immediately. Hang for a little while before 
ironing. Indoors! No sun, no heat. Most 
fine fabrics can be pressed very soon after 
washing. 

You can also use a nylon-mesh laundry 
bag for hand-washing fine lingerie. If straps 
or seams are extra soiled, use a soft, well- 
soaped brush instead of rubbing them 
against the garment itself. Lay the soiled 
section on the washbasin edge and rub the 
brush gently over the soiled areas. Do not 
twist or hand-wring fine fabrics such as 
silk, rayon, nylon, or sheer cottons and 
linens, either in washing or rinsing. It is 
much better to pat the moisture out in a 
Turkish towel. 


Washing hose. A little excess dye usually 
comes out of stockings at each washing, 
so wash stockings separately from other per- 
sonal laundry. And wash them after each 
wearing! 


Sturdy-fabric washing: Colorfast, pre- 
shrunk cottons and linens can go into hot 
soapsuds in either washtub or washing 
machine. For corduroys and blue jeans that 
are going to bleed out excess dye, use luke- 
warm suds and plenty of rinsing at the 
same temperature. 


Silk prints: Wash by hand, of course. 
Dresses, blouses, and scarves are becoming 
more and more washable. Even if your silk 


print bleeds a little in the suds, this is no 
tragedy. Work fast while squeezing the 
garment through the suds and while rinsing 
in almost cool water. Shake out, hang in an 
airy place, and press within the hour. 


Knitwear: Another in the “hand-wash” 
class. Here is where. knowledge of fabric 
construction counts. Knitted lingerie, jersey, 
T-shirts, sweaters, and other knitted sports 
accessories, while not necessarily delicate, 
should not be pulled, rubbed, or wrung in 
the washing. As to wools, hard rubbing or 
rough handling will make the fibers hook 
up into each other. Then you get matting 
and shrinking. Be very gentle when squeez- 
ing any knitted garment—and particularly 
woolen sweaters, socks, mittens—through 
lukewarm soapsuds. Support knitwear with 
your hands so it won't stretch while weighted 
with water. Be gentle all the way down the 
line: in rinsing, in patting moisture out in 
a bath towel, in laying knitwear out to dry. 
You can pat a sweater flat and ease it back 
into shape on a big, dry towel. Don’t touch 
the sweater again until it’s completely dry. 
Or you can cut a frame out of cardboard— 
two sleeves and a body—and slip it into the 
sweater for the drying period. The same 
method works for socks and mittens. 

If you want to starch, you can make up 
your starch or use one of the ready-mixed 
kind now on the market. The directions for 
use will be found on the package or bottle. 
It is good to know, too, that there is a plas- 
tic starch that lasts through many washings. 

When the washing is over, there’s the 
ironing. A good laundress is like a good 
carpenter—she insists on the right tools. Don’t 
try to work with a torn ironing-board cover, 
a patched-up iron cord. A small sleeve- 
board for pressing shoulders and sleeves 
is a treasure, as is a pressing mitt to slide 
under jacket shoulders that are hard to 
flatten out. Be very careful about the iron- 
ing heat. Study your temperature control 
button until you ke loncrs | exactly how it 
works. 

Because your iron heats faster than it 
cools, press first the things that require a 
barely warm iron—such as nylon; then work 
ahead in this order: rayon and silk, which 
require low heat; wool, which takes medium 
heat; last, cotton and linen, which take a 
hot iron. 

Pressure rather than heat does the ironing 
job. Even, easy movements are best. To 
avoid shine, press fine fabrics on the wrong 
side or use a clean press cloth over the right 
side. 

Always use a damp cloth when doing 
woolen garments, and don’t let the iron dry 
out the cloth completely. The steam is the 
useful agent here, not the dry heat. You 
need not iron silk and rayon things bone 
dry; if there’s a little dampness left, that 
will take care of itself when you hang the 
garment up. Don’t tuck your newly pressed 
lingerie into drawers until it has had time 
to dry completely. Don’t jam freshly pressed 
blouses into a crowded closet. They need 
space to keep them fresh-looking. 

In the old days, washday was Blue Mon- 
day. Today it’s any time that’s convenient 
for you—and, with a few basic directions 
to guide you, a time for rejoicing because 
soap and water is such an easy way to keep 
your wardrobe sparkling pretty. 

THE END 
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SPEAKING OF MOVIES 


by BERTHA JANCKE LUECK 

















THE AMERICAN GIRL 


VIVA ZAPATA!—This is the stir- 
ring story of Emiliano Zapata, 
one of Mexico's heroes. The life 
of the peasant leader who be- 
come President of Mexico was 
exciting and colorful, and the 
picture is a vivid portrayal of 
the hazards that beset the path 
of this reformer, and the men 
who lived dangerously with him. 
Woven into the dramatic action 
is the humor and tenderness of 
his courtship of a beautiful seno- 
rita. Marlon Brando is Zapata, 
and Joan Peters the woman he 
loves. (20th Century-Fox) 


SINGIN’ IN THE RAIN—A gay, 
entertaining picture, with fine 
dancing, good singing, and plen- 
ty of humor. Gene Kelly it the 
romantic hero of the silent movies, 
with Jean Hagen as his scratchy- 
voiced leading lady and Donald 
O'Connor playing his ex-vaude- 
ville partner. Sound pictures 
appear to spell doom to Jean’s 
career until they hit on the idea 
of dubbirg in Debbie Reynolds’ 
voice as Jean’s. Far from solving 
their problems, this only adds 
more complications—and more 
hilarity. (M-G-M) 


THE GREATEST SHOW ON 
EARTH—All the glamour, color, 
and thrills of a huge circus are 
in this story of a girl aevialist 
who loses a coveted role when 
o@ Frenchman is hirec’ as star of 
the show. Intrigue and drama 
build up to a terrific climax in 
© picture that is fast-paced and 
full of suspense to the end. In 
the excellent cast are Betty Hut- 
ton ond Dorothy Lomour; Cornel 
Wilde and Chariton Heston, with 
James Stewart as the mysterious 
clown who never removes his 
makeup. (Paramount) 


5 FINGERS—The true story of 
Cicero, the fabulous spy of World 
War ll, has been made into an 
action-packed picture. James 
Mason plays the suave rascal 
who sold vital secrets to the 
Nazis, and Danielle Darrieux, 
Michael Rennie, and Walter 
Hampden have important roles. 
Mech of the picture was filmed 
in Turkey, with ancient Istanbul 
and Ankara for an authentic and 
beautiful background. If we were 
to give any of the incredible 
plot, it would spoil the picture 
for you. (20th Century-Fox) 


FREE! 


| 
| 
| 
| 





Beauty tips 
to keep you 


neat as a pin 


ag J 


cute as a button 4 


To spruce up—shine up! “Good 
Grooming with Wax” gives you 
all the facts! Tells you clever se- 
crets on how to keep your acces- 
sories and personal belongings 
well groomed with regular house- 
hold wax—to compliment you and 
show you off to best advantage! 


Write for your free copy today! 











slick tas a chick 











Pi Pa -/ 
Girl Scouts: 
If you're working for your good groom- 
ing badge, here are lots of helpful ideas! 








Write to 


Consumer Education Dept. AG4 


Racine, Wisconsin 


Ask for “Good Grooming with Wax.” 
Be sure to give your name and address. 


JOHNSON’S WAX 
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CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: I have just finished 
reading Teen-Ager . . . British Style. I loved 
it! I thought this might be of interest to you. 
My mother has a friendship ring, a narrow 
band of stones spelling “regards,” with a 
tiny ruby, emerald, garnet, amethyst, ruby, 
diamond, and sapphire, just like the one 
described in the story! It was given to my 
mother by my grandmother. My grand- 
mother received it from my great-grand- 
mother. When my grandmother was a girl 
she lived in Kent, outside of London. 

Jupy Hays 


LYNBROOK, NEW YORK: The story Double 
Date is just wonderful. 

The Girl Scout section is very good for 
us because we belong to Troop 8. We get 
many ideas for our meetings from your ar- 
ticles. Many times we read it aloud at our 
meetings and everyone is very interested. 

We have gotten many patterns from your 
fashions, and we were complimented on 
each one. 

Sanpra Aarons (age 13) 
CaROLYN PERSKIN (age 13) 


COLORADO CITY, TEXAS: Everytime I get 
THE AMERICAN GiRL, I turn to Double Date. 
(I hope Penny A sy Mike, because Pam gets 
nearly everybody else!) I can hardly wait 
from one month to the other. 
A Part to Play was very good. I think the 
Jokes are very funny. 
BarBarA BrabLey (age 11) 


NORTH CALDWELL, NEW JERSEY: Your good 
grooming hints are very helpful. Color 
Scheming was good also. 

The “Be Prepared” article Emergency 
Living Indoors was very good, I thought, 
because I have had two experiences where 
our electricity was off for about five days. 
We had to do a lot of things you told about 
in the article. 

I am a Girl Scout in Troop 122. All Over 
the Map is very interesting. 

Susan KNELL (age 11) 


CAMBRIDGE, MASSACHUSETTS: The article 
World-mindedness is one that could well 
start a series of articles about peace, and 
what the citizen can do about it. It is one 
of the most difficult questions to answer in 
these great times of indecision. 

If in an article the girls and boys of today, 
the future men and women of the world, 
can begin to comprehend what they have 
ahead of them, I feel sure that that will be 
a great step toward future peace. 

MARILYN STEVENSON (age 14) 


WISCONSIN RAPIDS, WISCONSIN: I think 
your magazine has such a nice variety of 
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stories and features that any girl could find 
hours of enjoyment in it, as I have. 

I think the serial Double Date is very 
interesting and it keeps getting more so 
with every issue. I thought Teen-Ager . . . 
British Style was very good and I know I 
would enjoy other stories on girls of differ- 
ent countries very much. Also I think your 
hints on beauty and health are very useful 
and your fashions are darling. I must men- 
tion that the February cover was very cute. 

JOANNA CARPENTER (age 13) 


WHITTIER, CALIFORNIA: Topknot Techniques 
was a swell article. Sometime would you 
please have an article on how to dress your 
hair according to the shape of your face? 

“|. . in sacred trust for the nation .. .” 
was really wonderful. Especially so since on 
our trip last summer Mount Vernon was one 
of the places we visited. 

ANN SEcrEST (age 15) 


YEOVIL, ENGLAND: Just recently I received 
from my pen pal in Madison, New Jersey, 
several copies of THE AMERICAN Girt. I 
really do think this is a wonderful maga- 
zine. The stories are nice and the articles 
in this magazine are all very interesting. 
A Penny for Your Thoughts is especially 
good, for it is very interesting to read the 
views of the other girls. The talent of the 
girls on the page By You is very good. If it 
hadn’t been for my pen pal, I would never 
have seen this wonderful magazine. Con- 
gratulations. 

Pat SHaweE (age 15) 


MAPLEWOOD, NEW JERSEY: I thought Teen- 
Ager . . . British Style was wondertul, be- 
cause my hobby is learning how girls about 
my age in other countries live. 

‘Whenever I receive my issue of THE 
AMERICAN Girt the first thing I do is turn 
to the Prize Purchase. I think you use ex- 
cellent judgment choosing your fashions. 

JEAN YOUNGSTROM (age 12) 


EASTON, PENNSYLVANIA: I liked Teen-Ager 
. . . British Style and hope you have more 
articles like that. 
My mother likes the fashions and made 
a dress for each of us from one pattern. 
I wish you had stories about occupations 
like what a newspaper reporter’s job is like. 
SuZANNE Buscu (age 13) 


ST. CLAIRSVILLE, OHIO: I never have en- 
joyed a magazine as much as I enjoy yours. 
I wait with bated breath for the next issue 
to find the latest chapter of the story Double 
Date. Recipe Exchange also makes a big hit 
with me. Teen-Ager . . . British Style was 


very, very interesting. Thanks for a swell 
magazine. 
Patty L. Roy (age 12) 


WRENTHAM, MASSACHUSETTS: Articles such 
as Teen-Ager British Style, World- 
mindedness, and All Over the Map are very 
educational in promoting world understand- 
ing among readers of your excellent maga- 
zine. I think that a lot of the readers would 
like an article each month on some coun- 
try, beginning with Europe. The Girl Scouts 
and girls with pen pals in those countries 
would think your magazine “super great.” 
(On the idea of Teen-Ager . . . British Style.) 
By You is tops. 
Mary ANN Durry (age 14) 


BROOKLYN, NEW YORK: I enjoyed tremen- 
dously the story A Part to Play. The monthly 
feature All Over the Map holds my interest 
in spite of the fact that I'm not a Girl Scout. 
I think World-mindedness was superb. I 
also enjoy your recipes and am planning on 
trying some. 
Your choice in books is excellent and I 
have bought and read some of them. 
Mary Marcaret Zimpa (age 12) 


YOKOSUKA, JAPAN: I am a Japanese girl. 
An American girl sent THz AMERICAN GIRL 
to a friend of mine. I think it certainly is 
a nice magazine. Your dresses are very cute 
and I like the covers. I have enjoyed violin. 
I like Japanese dances. I have learned Eng- 
lish for three years but I am sorry to say 
that my English is still very poor. 

Tacuiko Kisut (age 16) 


LONG ISLAND CITY, NEW YORK: Today I 
received my first issue of THE AMERICAN 
Girt magazine and loved it. Each time I 
go through it I find something I missed the 
time before. I liked Ana Paula and the 
Golden Horse because I love animal stories. 
I'm a Girl Scout in Troop 4-571 and I 
like to hear about Girl Scouts in other coun- 
tries and what work the Juliette Low Fund 
is doing. I also liked A Part to Play and 
your serial Double Date. My mother gets 
lots of ideas from fashions and I can’t wait 

for your next issue. 
EILEEN FAHRENHOLZ (age 11) 


RHYL, ENGLAND: I am writing this letter 


on behalf of my sister Christine and myself 


to say how much we enjoy reading your 
magazine. 

We go to the Tenth Rhyl Guide Company. 
Christine has a pen friend in Wisconsin 
and she sends us the magazine. We are writ- 
ing to say that the kitten on the January 
issue is exactly the same as the little kitten 
which we recently lost. 


APRIL, 1952 








uch 
rld- 
yery 
ind- 
iga- 
yuld 
yun- 
outs 
Ties 
at.” 
yle.) 


14) 


1en- 
thly 
rest 
out 


r on 
d I 
12) 


girl. 
7IRL 
y is 
cute 
olin. 
ong- 


say 
16) 


iv I 
CAN 
1e I 
the 
the 
ries. 
id I 
oun- 
‘und 
and 
gets 
wait 


11) 


etter 
yself 


your 


any. 
sin 
writ- 
uary 
itten 


1952 





Rhyl is under about three inches of snow 
and all the roads are icy 

Christine and I go to the Grammar School 
and I am in the fourth form and Christine 
is in the third. Our school colors are blue 
ind gold which look very smart when they 
are new. 

We would like to hear something about 
baseball. It does sound exciting. We only 
play hockey, bounders, and tennis in our 
school. Do American girls play any of these 
games? 

Betty (age 14) and 
CurisTINE (age 11) Fosc 


LAWTON, MICHIGAN: I see that Ellie Saun- 
ders is on another cover. Boy, I think that 
she is just about the prettiest girl that I have 
ever seen! And I would like to know more 
about her—where she lives and how old she 
is and just all about her! 

A Part to Play was very good and the 
illustration by Kurt Kint was good, too! 

As I like horse stories I liked Ana Paula 
and the Golden Horse very much, and I 
think that Bill Timmins also does “hokey 
dokey” at illustrating. 

We have been writing editorials at school 
and the article you had on World-mindedness 
helped very much. And best of all, I got 
an “A” so thanks a lot for the article. 

. in sacred trust for the nation .. .” 
was pretty good, too. 

As I am going to be a reporter I would 
like to read some articles on journalism. 

CoLLETTE GARNSEY 


LINCOLN, ILLINOIS: I like A Penny for Your 
Thoughts and I think By You gives all of 
us a chance to show what we can do. 

I also like the Books, for I find many 
books in your list which I have not read. 
Then I look them up in the library or in 
bookstores. It has been very helpful to me. 

Your fashions are darling! 

Nona Fottz (age 13) 


(END) 





Danger Rides The River Road 
(Continued from page 11) 


the little back parlor, Mrs. Hortense’s own 
special domain, than Vinnie flew up the 
stairs. No time now to change her clothes. 
She tugged off the spurred boots, pulled her 
quilted petticoat and sprigged-muslin frock 
on over the riding breeches, pushed her 
wind-blown hair under a fresh cap, and 
stepped into her silver-buckled shoes. 

Patty, unwilling to be left alone, had fol- 
lowed her and now stood peering through 
the starched bedroom curtains. “Oh, they're 
evil-looking wretches, to be sure, in their 
lobster-red coats. They've left two soldiers 
down on the road holding the string of 
horses. The officer and Tory Soames. are 
coming here to the house, but the soldiers 
are making straight for the barn. There’s 
old Jabez hobbling out to meet them.” 

“They'll get no help from him, at least,” 
Vinnie said thankfully. “How he hates a 
redcoat! He’ll pretend he’s too deaf to under- 
stand what they want. There, I'm ready. 
This dress is woefully tight without my stays. 
Fasten the back for me, please, Patty.” 

Lavinia felt Patty’s icy hands pull the 
edges of her dress together. Just as she fin- 
ished both girls froze to silence, for the 
sound of the door knocker echoed hollowly 
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’Whod beheve / was ever 
embarrassed by PIMPLES {” 


Amazing New Medication 


‘STARVES 
PIMPLES 


Skin-Colored 
HIDES PIMPLES WHILE IT WORKS 


— medication. Thousands of grateful users 
Doctors Amazed At Results (adults as well as teen - agers) have found 





that CLEARASIL is one medication that really 
Now released to druggists — the sensational, worked for them. So even if other treatment 


scientific, skin-colored medication especially has failed, you owe it to yourself to try 
for pimples. In skin specialists’ tests on 200 CLEARASIL. Get CLEARASIL today. 

patients, CLEARASIL brought amazing relief GUARANTEED! CLEARASIL must amaze you the 
to 8 out of every 10. CLEARASIL is greaseless first time you use it— or your money back. Return 
and fast-drying in contact with pimples. Ac- tube to address below. 



















tually starves pimples because it helps remove nomy 

the oils* that pimples “feed” on. iit Clearasil ‘ one 
CLEARASIL ends embarrassment—gives new Ht Tyre onGaee 

confidence immediately because its skin-color ~ —— lhe A 





hides pimples amazingly while it helps dry 


em ess. inless — Above photograph shows how CLEARASIL hides pimples. *Over- 
th up. Greasel stainl pleasant to activity of certain oi] glands is reco, ognized by authorities as a major 








leave on day and night for uninterrupted factor in acne. ©1952 Eastco, Inc., New York 17, N.Y. 
ex First cheice for 


This TENT 


designed especially for | 
yeor round camping. 
Roomy interior. One| 
sectional center pole. 
Easy to erect. 


Softball too! 





Write for special folder 
Powers e , a Phila, Pa | 
NEW PHOTO GIFT 
TIT sta SLUGGER 
Made —_ NEGATIVE or SNAPSHOT! 
Roe ine best of pee le Page BATS 
at Fes ae soe] H & B Softball Rules | 


| 

youngster! Simple cuts for | 
pre-school; smaller—more compli- | The Hillerich & Bradsby Sothalt 
s age). Only $1.50 for gor- / Rule Book for 1952 is read 
| 











cated—pieces for school age. (State 
hand-colored Puzzle; 
for black and white. your dealers. Get your copy a 
him or send 10c direct to us 
(coin) to cover mailing. Print 
name and _ address __ plainly. 
Hillerich & Bradsby Co., Inc., 


: ‘SPINS ED IN S Louisville Ky., Dept. AG-37. 
e tat_Sment (Hl RNASE 
x rh 


He) Ring C RIA Sher oe Gait Plated Lo ULLSV ille 
Sterl. 52.50 each af — saves cp SLUGGER B SAT Ss 


Send for Free 1126 Fulton St., New York 
Catalogue Prices subject to 20% Federal Sales Taz FOR SOFTBALL & BASEBALL 


money or orde’ >.D. Money-back guarantee. 


AMERICAN STUDIOS, Dept. A, LaCrosse, Wis. 



























LEARN how to decorate 
burnt wood, glorified 
lass, pre-designed sketch 
oards for profit or gifts. 
Write to Dept. A4-52. 
THAYER & CHANDLER 
910 Van Buren, Chicago 7 


Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
N. Y., and tell us your age and address. 
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by MIMA JEAN SPENCER 


Spring is a musical season; its warm 
spanking breeze and whispering rains create 
melodies of their own to be translated by 
songwriters into ll Remember April, Mel- 
ody of the Rain and The Breeze and If 
Spring is a season of promise, of lightened 
hearts and romantic dreams, so as the old 
song bids: “Welcome, Sweet Springtime!” 

Ushering in the season of romance two of 
your favorite song stylists, MGM’s Lena 
Horne and Kathryn Grayson, offer albums 
containing their most popular hits. Lene 
Horne Sings incorporates the lovely Where 
or When and the lyrical I've Got the World 
on a String along with favorites like Some- 
times I'm Happy and ‘Deed | Do. Miss 
Horne’s warm rich voice is always pleasing 
to hear as her latest album proves. 

Kathryn Grayson sings the moving Always 
and Will You Remember (old favorites that 
never die) along with the rhythmic Jalousie 
and Leve Is Where You Find It. Her other 
numbers are among the best-loved songs of 
Kern and Romberg and the album concludes 
with the delightfully buoyant All of a Sud- 
den My Heart Sings. 


Nineteen fifty-one brought many 
new vocalists into popular demand, but per- 
haps two young men at the Columbia re- 
cording studios caused the greatest sensa- 
tions. Tony Bennett’s Because of You made 
him a star and sold over a million records! 
With the subsequent recordings, Cold Cold 
Heart and Blue Velvet, Bennett continued to 
endear himself to fans. He heads into the 
new season with a bright future indeed. 

“Mr. Emotion,” otherwise known as 
Johnny Ray, made a smash landing with Cry 
and Little White Cloud. This versatile singer- 
pianist is also a songwriter. His emotional 
and energetic singing style is that of a true 
jazz artist, and it looks like Mr. Ray is here 
to stay! 


There’s no question that listening 
to both radio and records is a real contribu- 
tion to our musical enjoyment and education. 
But let’s not forget the thrill of attending 
“live” performances—actual concerts com- 
plete with tuning up, instruments moving in 
perfect time together, and thunderous ap- 
plause! Whether it be a hit musical, a per- 
formance by a single artist, a great sym- 
phony orchestra or the local high school 
operetta, try to attend and experience for 
yourself the fascinating excitement of a live 
performance. 

If you are in an area of the country where 
there is television, you have an opportunity 
to see top productions like the Dinah Shore 
or Fred Waring shows and those starring the 
various leading bands or musical artists. 
These programs provide good music with 
appropriate backgrounds and arrangements. 
You can almost select your favorite kind of 
song, from hit tune to opera aria, and then 
spin the dial to the show offering that type 
of music. Musical shows provide a large 
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share of television entertainment, so select 
the best and sit in on a new type of live 
presentation! , 

One of the best things about television is 
the experimentation such a free medium al- 
lows. On Christmas Eve the first opera ever 
written for television was performed and 
unanimously acclaimed. Opera composer 
Gian-Carlo Menotti wrote Amahl and the 
Night Visitors, with music and English 
libretto (story) adapted to the Christmas 
theme. RCA Victor has recorded the opera 
in its entirety. The opera presentation was 
particularly important because it marked a 
new pathway for exploration on the already 
versatile television screen. 


Billy Eckstine and George Shear- 
ing proved to be a smash combination last 
year, and now it’s Mr. E. teamed with Sarah 
Vaughan in a new MGM release of Cole 
Porter's 1 Love You . Popular TV star 
Bill Hayes scores again with We Won’t Live 
in a Castle, while romantic Bill Farrel! 
(whose Shrimp Boats was really powerful, 
by the way) suggests Call Me a Dreamer. 
Cheers, too, for Art Mooney’s Slow Poke, 
new star Victor Marchese’s deep-voiced 
When | Dream of Home (an English hit 
transplanted) the always-good Tommy Ed- 
wards with Please, Mr. Sun and Art Lund’s 
snappy Be My Life’s Companion . . . All the 
above are from hit-producing MGM _ and 
bid fair to become popularity-poll winners 
this spring! 

Victor’s Eddie Fisher contributes Never 
Before as one of his best recordings to date, 
and Vaughn Monroe offers Once backed by 
the ever-lovely Charmaine . . . The whispery 
April Stevens reminds one to learn the Trieks 
of the Trade and suggests it’s a companion- 
able idea to Put Me in Your Pocket 
Just a few of Victor’s many good new re- 
leases. 


Perhaps you are already familiar 
with The Sorcerer’s Apprentice, composed 
by the Frenchman Dukas in 1897. This is 
the story of a magician’s young helper who 
seeks to imitate his master and secretly 
learns the magic words which order the 
broom to fetch water from the well. In the 
magician’s absence, the boy, delighted to 
get out of work, sends the broom to do his 
errand. More and more water is brought as 
the boy realizes he has forgotten the magic 
word that will stop the broom’s activity. A 
minor flood begins and is about to engulf 
the frightened apprentice when his master 
returns and speaks the magic formula which 
sends the broom to stand quietly in its cor- 
ner once more. 

This short orchestral piece was inspired 
by an old ballad and is charming program 
music. Columbia has recorded it on the same 
Lp record as Debussy’s Prelude to the 
Afternoon of a Faun and Honegger’s Con- 
certino for Piano and Orchestra. 

THE END 


through the house. Patty opened the door 
and scuttled back to take refuge with Mrs. 
Hortense in the back parlor. Vinnie held her 
ground, although she felt her knees quaking 
under the sprigged muslin. The opened door 
revealed a young officer in the hated British 
scarlet and beside him Henry Soames, stocky 
and heavy-jowled. Henry’s beady eyes 
peered into the shadowed depths of the hall. 

“Is your grandfather home?” he asked. 

Vinnie turned pointedly away from him 
and addressed the officer. “What is your 
business here, sir?” she asked. “There are 
no menfolk at home, only my aunt and my- 
self and the servants. Please to go away.” 

The young lieutenant touched his gold- 
laced hat courteously. “Be assured, Miss, 
you've nothing to fear from us. I've come 
on His Majesty’s business to secure horses 
in the King’s name for the King’s troops.” 

“We have no horses here for the King,” 
Lavinia answered, and she felt her heart 
race under her tight bodice. 

“I told you they were stubborn rebels. 
The old rogue’s a neighborhood ringleader,” 
Soames muttered. “But they have four good 
horses, as I said.” . 

“We have no horses for King George,” 
Lavinia repeated, more firmly this time, 
anger at Soames bringing her courage back. 

The officer frowned. “I must do my duty, 
Miss. I'll have the horses, whether or no, 
and your saucy tongue has lost you the 
chance to be paid for them.” 

“The only horse you'll find in our stables 
today is a twelve-year-old plow horse,” La- 
vinia told him. “Most of our farm work is 
done by oxen. Ask the stableman, he'll tell 
you. My grandfather has his riding horses 
with him, I'm glad to say.” 

Soames gave an angry snort. “The wench 
is lying. The thoroughbred I told you of is 
here, at least. I saw a stableboy putting him 
over that gate not an hour ago.” 

At the word “stableboy” Lavinia heard 
Patty’s startled giggle from the parlor. 

“Lieutenant,” Vinnie said quickly, “this 
man is only trying to pay off a grudge. He 
has brought you here for nothing. We 
haven't had a stableboy for months, only 
old Jabez, who couldn't mount a horse to 
save his soul.” 


While the officer stood looking in- 
decisively from glowering man to angry girl, 
a trooper appeared and saluted stiffly. 

“Sir, there are no horses here at all, save 
an old nag in the barnyard that wouldn't be 
worth the skinning,” he reported. “We've 
searched all the buildings and, as you can 
see, the pastures and fields are as bare as 
the palm of my hand.” 

The lieutenant turned on Soames. “What 
have you to say to that? Who's lying now?” 

Soames’ face was purple. “The horse 
must be here. I tell you I saw it myself. A 
big chestnut. They've hidden it somewhere.” 

“Bah! Try to hide a horse! You've led us 
six miles out of our way for nothing, when 
every hour counts. If we have a rebel patrol 
cutting us off before we get back to our 
lines, you'll be to blame.” He was turning 
away when a noise from inside the house 
halted him. It was a tremendous, thudding 
clatter, followed by a crash and a woman’s 
scream. Paralyzed with horror, Vinnie could 
only stand wide-eyed and rigid. 

The lieutenant looked startled. “Pink my 
soul! The roof must be falling in,” he said. 
“Is anyone hurt?” 

“Tl just go in and have a look,” Soames 
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said, and stepped quickly into the hall. 

“No, no!” Vinnie caught his arm and 
struggled to hold him back, but it was no 
use. He pulled her with him along the hall 
ind had almost reached the parlor when the 
door opened suddenly. Aunt Hortense 
emerged, still a majestic figure although her 
cap was wildly tilted and a jagged rip 
showed in her silken gown. In her hand, 
moreover, she held the long, brass-handled 
toasting fork, and it was the sharp prongs 
that halted the Tory in his tracks. 

“Henry Soames!” she cried. “Henry 
Soames inside this house! Out with you, 
villain, rogue, scum! It’s enough that a 
‘lumsy menial has upset my best china 
cabinet without having this house polluted 
by such as you. Out of here, I say!” 

Soames was backing rapidly toward the 
door while Aunt Hortense, brandishing the 
fork under his nose, pressed her advantage 
hard. He reached the threshold, stumbled 
over it, and turned for help to the soldiers. 
But his words were cut abruptly by a leap 
and a cry of pain as Aunt Hortense jabbed 
the fork into his coattails. It did not soothe 
his temper to hear guffaws of laughter from 
the British soldiers. 

“Come, Mr. Soames, get on your horse,” 
the lieutenant called to him. “That is, if 
you can sit him. The lady has routed you 
fairly, and we’ve had enough of this wild- 
goose chase of yours. We've no more time to 
waste. Your servant, Madam, and yours too, 
Miss.” He saluted smartly and clattered 
away down the drive. The troopers fell in, 
two and two behind him. Soames struggled 
into his saddle and trailed after them. 

As they vanished from sight among the 
willows, Vinnie drew a deep, free breath. 
“Saved! Robin is saved—and by you, Aunt 
Hortense!” She flung her arms about her 
aunt. All the long months of smoldering re- 
sentment and dislike were dissolved in a 
warm rush of gratitude. 

“Well!” Mrs. Hortense freed herself at 
last. “Nat should thank us both. But bless 
us all, what a sight I must be, and the par- 
son will arrive any minute. And my parlor! 
Lavinia, you and Benjy remove that animal 
at once. It will take more than lavender 
water to make the room presentable, I assure 
you. Patty, lay the tea table in the front 
room and cut another plum cake. I fed the 
other to that horse to keep him quiet.” 

“Did—did Robin really knock over your 
china cabinet?” Lavinia asked. 

“Yes, he did. But much as I valued it and 
its contents, I vow that one jab into Tory 
Soames’ coattails was well worth their loss.” 

“Oh, Aunt Hortense,” Vinnie embraced 
her again. “I do love you most truly!” 

Mrs. Hortense submitted to this second 
onslaught with good grace, then drew away, 
straightening her cap. Her cheeks were 
flushed and her eyes bright. She looked 
pleased and almost pretty. “That’s all very 
well, Lavinia,” she said. “But I hope you 
will bear in mind that I let no word of un- 
truth pass my lips. When I said ‘clumsy 
menial,’ it was very clear in my mind that 
the horse is man’s faithful servant.” 

Vinnie, her eyes bright with tears and 
laughter, answered demurely, “Yes, Aunt 
Hortense.” THE END 





Epitor’s Note: This story is based on the 
legend of Tempe Wick, a real girl of colonial 
days, who is said to have hidden her horse 
from the British in a bedroom of her house, 
the Wick homestead, which still stands in 
Jockey Hollow, Morristown, New Jersey. 
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Lucille’s thought for tomorrow always included 
working with people . . . helping them in any way 
she could. 

And that’s just what she’s doing in her job as 
Service Representative in the telephone company 
Business Office. She helps customers with all 
their telephone problems. 

Lucille likes the friendly people with whom 
she works, too. She finds it easy to meet them in 
the cheerful surroundings of the telephone com 
pany, and she enjoys getting together with them 
for fun and play. Like all telephone jobs, hers 
pays well right from the start. 
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Fat. “Don’t Tell Me 
Little Fat Girl!” 

She closed her eyes and a misty fog engulfed 
her. The years rolled bask, like a movie in 
quick reverse. Carol smiled in her reverie. She 
was thinking of the first time they tried on 
lipstick. 

Carol had a small tube of the parental 
tabooed make-up, a sample from the drug- 
store. They both decided to try it, this adult, 
mysterious experiment, and locked themselves 
in the bathroom. 

It was a slow, exacting process, to get it on 
straight. They had almost succeeded when her 
father knocked at the door. “You've been in 
there forty minutes,” he said. “Do you think 
you’re the only one in the house?” 

The shame of being caught in a shady act 
colored their faces as they hurriedly tried to 
remove the traces of guilt from their lips. A 
minute later they crept out, hoping that no 
one would notice the slight crimson smears 
that just wouldn't come off. 


You Came With That 


And the time they went to that teen club. 


A popular singer was making a personal ap- 
pearance. They listened to his records; now 
they could see him—perhaps even get his 
autograph. 

But it wasn’t the handsome singer who 
caught their attention. It was the scores of 
teen-agers, slightly older than themselves. Fas- 
cinated, they watched them, smoking, dancing, 
holding hands. So this was the semiadult life 
into which they'd soon be plunged. 

From that day on they did nothing else 
but spy on the coupled-off “older crowd.” 
Would they too, someday, act in the same way? 

Once Peggy pleaded, “Promise me_ that 
you'll never be like them.” Her tone reeked 
with the repugnance and vulgarity of it all. 
And Carol had answered, “I promise.” 

But at the same time she was crossing her 
fingers because this newly discovered realm 
intrigued her. 

To seal this solemn promise they bought 
identical red jackets. They were brilliant red, 
almost scarlet, and had been the envy of the 
neighborhood. 

Many were the times they strolled down the 
avenue, their collars turned up. their bobs 
ruffled by the wind. And nothing pleased them 
more than to be mistaken for sisters. 

Then, one night, Carol went to a dance 
with Mary Alice. a girl from her homeroom. 
They danced, were cut in on, and once, even 
cut in on a cut-in. Carol was in ecstasy. 

Peggy found out and was shocked. Carol, 
trying to make appeasement vowed, “I won’t 
go anymore.” Then they made plans to go to 
the movies on Easter. They had always gone 
together, as long as Carol could remember. 
It had become almost habitual. “It'll be just 
like old times,” Peggy said. 

But that night, wearing the red jacket, she 
went to the dance again, in her first pair of 
high heels. Mary Alice had a miserable time— 
no one danced with her, but Carol met Tom. 

He was not too much older than she, only 
slightly taller, and his hair was red and 
freckles were splattered on his nose. But he 
liked her, he said so himself, and he wanted 
a date. 

“How about Sunday?” he asked. 

Sunday was Easter. 

When she told Peggy, her friend’s face fell. 
Carol realized that if she went out with Tom, 
things would never be the same between them 
again. 

“You'll have to decide.” 
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By You (Continued from page 16) 


Carol stared into the mirror. She was still 
wearing the jacket, the red jacket, sign of 
their friendship—Peggy’s and hers. 

Only now it was old and faded; the elbows 
were shiny and the belt too high, and her arms 
protruded two inches from the sleeves. 

“Who is it going to be, me—or him?” 

Then slowly, ever so slowly, Carol took off 
the jacket to put it away. She’d never wear 
it again. It was something that belonged to 
the past, to a life gone forever. 

“It will be just like old times.” 

No, it could never be the same again. Not 
now. And trying hard not to cry, she went to 
the telephone to call Peggy and tell her that 
she had decided. She was going with Tom. 

ARLENE BRENT (age 16) Rochester, New York 


Color Impressions 
Poetry Award 


Blue 
Blue is depressing—gay. 
Blue is depth—height. 
Blue is rich—pale. 
Blue is the Virgin Mary. 


Green 
Green is malice, jealousy, 
envy, hatred; 
Green is birth, sustenance, 
strength, 
Peace. 


Black 
Black—stark beginning, 
Chaos, 

Torment, death. 
Annihilation. 


Yellow 

Yellow is the sun. warming, 
Enveloping, soothing. 
Yellow is the yolk of an egg, 
Carefully tended into the 
Pale yellow of a downy chick. 
Yellow is the bright, the cheery, 

the stimulating 
Color of life. 
JULIA CONKLING (age 13) 


Evanston, Illinois 


My Road 
Nonfiction Award 


Have you ever walked along a road, any 
road all by yourself? Somehow you are not 
really alone because you have your thoughts 
for company, whether you want them or not. 

When you walk down this road you start 
thinking about the things you’ve done and 
said; how, if you had omitted that one word 
from your conversation with Bob or Betty, 
that fight never would have started. 

And that composition—it really was good, 
wasn’t it? Kinda makes a girl feel good to get 
an A on her composition. Many thoughts like 
these come to your mind when you’re walk- 
ing down this road. The road changes with 
your thoughts. At times it is lovely and you 
wish to linger; but, as your thoughts become 
unhappy the road seems to grow ugly, and 
you long to hurry on. 

I’ve often walked down a road like this, a 
quiet, peaceful road in the heart of noisy 
New York City. You see, I am journeying 
along the road of my thoughts. . 

ZELDA PATT (age 14) Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Ouch! 
Poetry Award 


Spring’s begun, Winter’s over. 
The meadow’s all abloom with clover. 
The honey bee’s begun to buzz, 
I’m not very happy—just because 
Its stinger isn’t where it was. 
ANN COXE (age 11) Fairfield, Connecticut 


The Doll Festival 
Nonfiction Award 


The Hina or Doll Festival is a day that all 
Japanese girls look forward to. It is held on 
March third and is sometimes called the Peach 
Festival because it comes during the season 
of peach blossoms, the symbol of grace and 
gentleness of Japanese maidenhood. 

The dolls are set up on what looks like 
a staircase, four or five feet high and cov- 
ered with a red cloth. 

On the top shelf on the left is the Emperor 
and on the right the Empress against a back- 
ground of a gold screen about six to eight 
inches high. Between them is a small lacquer 
table with one or two vases on it. On each 
edge are dainty lanterns. 

On the second shelf are three ladies in 
waiting, either one standing and two sitting, 
or the opposite. On each side of the doll in 
the middle is a table three to five inches high. 

Next are the five court musicians, each 
with a different instrument. 

On the fourth shelf are the minister of 
military affairs and the minister of civil af- 
fairs. The last shelf holds three footmen with 
a blooming cherry tree on the left and a tan- 
gerine tree on the right. 

The empty spaces are filled with household 
furniture and miniature dishes of black and 
gold lacquer, filled with jellied candies and 
rice and bean cakes. Usually there are also 
two royal carriages. Altogether they make a 
colorful display in their beautiful costumes. 

The first dolls were made of paper, and 
after the festival the family would have a 
picnic by a river and throw the dolls in. This 
was supposed to clear the household of all 
evil spirits and illnesses for the coming year. 
The festival was only for wealthy families 
until early in the seventeenth century. 

The Doll Festival is not complete without 
shiro-zake, a thick, sweet, white wine. Today 
the girls have tea parties and offer many 
kinds of sweets to the dolls. 

A few days after the festival the girls put 
their dolls away and eagerly await the next 
year when they will again celebrate. Hina 
dolls are passed on from mothers to eldest 
daughters when they marry, and new sets are 
given to younger daughters to take to their 
new homes. 

ELIZABETH D. FISHER (age 11) Tokyo, Japan 


The Day 
Poetry Award 


The shy ...> 

is a sleepy pale blue 

with marshmallow 

clouds floating 

around and making 

crowns for the treetops... 
It is— 

cool and sunny with a quiet 
little breeze whispering 
secrets everywhere. 

PATSY CALYER (age 13) West Point, New York 
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The Art Award 
Fiction Award 


Julie Andrews stared dejectedly before her. 
Why, oh, why, couldn’t that picture come out? 
So absorbed was she that she didn’t hear foot- 
steps behind her. 

Miss Morton, Julie’s teacher at the Academy 
of Art, looked down with concern on her prize 
pupil. “Can’t you tell me what is wrong, 
Julie?” 

Julie looked up suddenly. “Oh, I didn’t 
know you were there. I’m afraid I was feeling 
sorry for myself, and not bothering with any- 
one else. Everything seems to go wrong with 
my picture. Do you have any ideas?” 

“I’m afraid I can’t help this time, Julie. 
You are the one who is painting the picture. 
'f something doesn’t work, try again.” 

Taking up her brush again Julie went to 
work. Everything in the picture must be pre- 
cise, Julie decided. It must be perfect in de- 
tail to the last petal on the flowers. Julie loved 
flowers and would paint nothing else if al- 
lowed to. 

Miss Morton called, “It’s getting late now, 
Julie; you had better go home.” 

“T will,” answered Julie, as she took a last 
look to see if she had forgotten anything. 

Later that evening her mother asked her 
how she was coming along on her painting. 

“Oh, it’s all right, but I can’t seem to get 
the colors to harmonize.” 

“You will come along all right, 
her mother. 

The next day, while Julie was working on 
her painting, her mother called to ask her to 
go on an errand. Leaving her paints as they 
were Julie ran out. However, her little brother, 
James, saw them lying there and thought it 
would be fun to paint. 

When Julie returned a few minutes later 
paints were spilled, the canvas overturned, and 
chaos everywhere. Julie was too shocked and 
disappointed to say a word. Resolving not to 
tell anyone, she sat down to think. Then she 
remembered something Miss Morton had said 
a long time ago. “If you don’t succeed once, 
try again.” 

That evening after supper Julie took a new 
canvas and started again. This time, however, 
her picture was different. Instead of the usual 
precise lines, the picture became exaggerated. 
The flowers became blurs of rose, blues, yel- 
lows, and greens. All whirling around, dancing 
faster and faster. Of course, this couldn’t all 
be put on canvas like this, but it was put on 
to represent the flowers dancing, bowing, and 
waving their heads. 

Julie worked until the day before the con- 
test closed. To her amazement she found this 
picture much more to her liking than the 
others. She named it “The Waltz of the 
Flowers.” 

Finally the great day came. The picture 
was displayed at the Academy Galleries with 
the others. 

The prizes were to be given for figure, de- 
sign, originality, grouping, and the way the 
picture was planned in general. 

Julie held her breath while the prizes were 
given out. Finally her name was called for the 
most original painting. Julie thought it was 
the happiest moment of her life. 

It wasn’t over however. It was when Miss 
Morton came up and said, “Julie, I’m proud 
of you. You really worked and found some- 
thing original.” 

Julie only smiled and said, “Thank you, it 
was what you said about trying again that 
did it.” 


” laughed 


PHYLLIS TIERNEY (age 12) Sennet, New York 
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the coupon today and TEEN-TOPICS 
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Make big money showing Everyday Greeting 
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GIRL SCOUT CHOCOLATE MIXTURE 


Mail Coupon For Details 
Girl Scout Division 
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big line of Gifts, etc. Everyone buys! No 
experience needed. Selling outfit Free. 
Rush your name and address TODAY! 
GENERAL CARD CO.,1300 W. Jackson Bivd., Dept. 2-D, Chicago 7, Ill. 








ML MALTS 


ONLY 


WAIZPENCILS sth to 5 


po J 


send two 
ped pencils for only 23 00 with 
all postage paid. Order today! . 











BOB’S GIFTS, 87 Homer Ave., Corttend. 
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Rules for BY YOU Entries 


HE You sent an entry yet for your own 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age may 
send contributions to this department. Only 
original material, never before published 
anywhere, should be submitted. 

“Original” means that in all contributions 
the idea, and the drawing or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the 
sender’s. Contributions must not be copied in 
any way from the work of another person. 

Short Stories: Any subject that will ap- 
peal to teen-agers. Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Any subject—two to twenty-five 


lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical or 
human-interest sketch, episode from real life. 
Not over 400 words. Suggested for August, 
1952—CAMPING. 

Drawings: Any subject. Black-and-white 
only, on stiff drawing paper or poster board; 
may be done in pencil, black writing ink, 
India ink, charcoal, tempera, or wash. Not 
smoller than 5”x7”. WARNING: Wrap carefully! 








white only. No smaller than 244” by 24”. | 


Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs will 
not be considered. 


RULES 

1. Entries for the August, 1952, issue must be 
mailed on or before May 1, 1952. Entries will 
be considered only for the one issue of the 
magazine for which they are submitted. 

2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw- 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work of 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must be typewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMER- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknow- 
ledged or returned. THE .AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 
when necessary. 


AWARDS 
First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these. 
Send entries to: “By You” Dept. Editor 
The American Girl Magazine 
155 East 44th St., New York 17, N.Y. 








The AMERICAN GIRL 
Index for 1951 


The AMERICAN Girt INDEX for the 
past year will be printed sepa- 
rately, and a limited number 
will be available on request. 
The index will be classified, as 
usual, under the program fields 
of Girl Scouting. If you'd like to 
have a copy of the index, 
please address your request to 
The American Girl, 155 East 
44th Street, New York 17, N. Y., 
and enclose a large, stamped, 
self-addressed envelope. 














| cold weather. 


The Voice of the Wind 
Poetry Award 


Have you ever heard the voice of the 
wind, 

Sighing in the trees at sunset, 

Whispering to the tall swamp grasses, 

Lisping through the fields of grain, 

A gentle wind, calm and sane? 

Have you ever heard the voice of the 
wind? 


Have you ever heard the voice of the 
wind, 

Feverish, filled with dust, moistened only 
with a tear, 

Whistling cold with snow and sleet, 

Piercing, blasting, leaving ruin in its 


wake, 

Leaving only shattered bits for old times’ 
sake? 

Have you ever heard the voice of the 
wind? 


| BARBARA PACKA incoln, b 
Photographs: Any subject. Black and | Se tape OP Che, Stents 





The Hay Ride I Didn’t Go To 
Nonfiction Award 


I was sitting, looking at the boy in the 
next row in study hall. You see, my Girl 
Scout troop was putting on a hay ride, and 
each of us was to ask a boy to go. And so 
now, here I was, trying to get up enough 
nerve to ask him to go with me. I had it all 
planned just what to say: 

“My Girl Scout troop is putting on a hay 
ride, and I was wondering if you would go 
with me.” He would say yes or no, and that 
would be that. 

So finally, I took a great big breath and 
got up; I walked toward his desk. But when 
I got to his desk, my feet just kept right on 
going. They simply wouldn’t stop. As you 
have probably guessed, I ended up at the 
pencil sharpener, innocently sharpening my 
pencil, 

Well, maybe next time we have a hay 
ride... 

NANCY ARCHER (age 14) Lewistown, Montana 





Do Not Disturb (Continued from page 20) 


out. That is why, in modern days with our 
airtight houses, we sleep with our windows 
open so that fresh oxygen is always on hand 
to purify the air. Don't sleep in a draft, how- 
ever, because then you can easily catch cold. 

Your bed should always be wider and 
longer than you are by a good margin, and 
the mattress firm so that your whole body 
can relax equally all over. You may think 
you don’t move about in your sleep, but you 
do, so be sure you have plenty of room to 
move without causing tension. There is 
nothing more restful, more relaxing than a 
well-made bed, so if you have not already 
mastered the art of good bedmaking, now 
is the time to get to work at it. The sheets 
should be smooth and tucked in well and 
squarely at the corners, the blanket smooth 
and certainly well-tucked in at the foot, 
lightly in at the sides, with plenty left over 
at the top to cover your shoulders during 

Otherwise you will huddle 
yourself down in a little ball in an effort 
to keep warm. Remember you are not a 
pussycat or a porcupine designed to curl up 
like a fat pincushion when you sleep. You 
were planned to lie straight out so that your 
blood can circulate down to your littlest toe 
and your lungs expand from the end of the 
diaphragm up. The less pillow you sleep 
on the better; no pillow is best. 

Many people tse that it is a fine thing 
to eat heartily just before you go to bed. 
They say, “Animals always go right to sleep 
after a good meal so why shouldn't we?” 


| But animals do that because sleep helps 
| digestion, not because eating helps sleep. 





Most experts say that human beings sleep 
best when the stomach is practically empty. 
So if you are one who likes to eat before you 
go to bed, make it a light snack of fruit or 
easily digested cereal. A cup of warm milk 
with one of the many malt preparations is 
pleasantly sleep-inducing in cold weather or 
after you have been studying late. 


And this brings us to what your 
mind does about letting itself relax once you 
are in bed. How many times have you 
thought you were so tired you could hardly 
get undressed, only to find that once in bed, 
with the light out, all the anxieties, the petty 
worries, the mistakes you may have made 
in your relationships with the people you 
know, paraded themselves before you like 


ghosts? It’s a lonely time, those minutes or 
half hours between saying good night to the 
family and getting off to the Land of Nod 
of our almost forgotten nursery rhymes. If 
you have had a happy, productive day you 
will go to sleep as easily as a newborn babe. 
But not all days are as simple as that, and 
we need to learn to put those bad ones be- 
hind us when bedtime comes. 

A warm bath is a wonderful way to begin 
the sleep-wooing process when you are all 
keyed up. Not a hot steamer but one just 
warm enough to be soothing without stimu- 
lating, and to be stayed in until you feel 
as limp as a piece of seaweed floating in a 
southern sea. Reading something which is 
the opposite of exciting is another good way 
to break nervous tension. One high school 
girl we know who says she just doesn’t like 
poetry always keeps a book of verse by her 
bed, and when her brain begins to buzz 
around in circles, she opens it at random. 
She says she has yet to finish a sonnet before 
the lines blur and that takes care of that. 

Counting sheep, of course, is the tradi- 
tional mental sleeping pill, but variations 
you invent for yourself are more fun. Try 
naming all the cities you can think of which 
begin with “A” and go on down the alpha- 
bet; the odds are you'll never get much 
further than “M.” Or furnish your dream 
house piece by piece. These are known in 
seals circles as “repetitious substitu- 
tions for compulsive thinking,” and are al- 
most sure to do the trick. 

But there is a still better way to use this 
little island of being by yourself at the end 
of a day than playing games. That way is 
to look squarely at whatever thought is keep- 
ing you awake and say to yourself, “This 
too will pass.” Then by an act of will push 
the whole thing away. Lie flat on your back, 
breathe deeply and evenly while you “think” 
your body down, down into the bed with 
every muscle consciously relaxed. This is a 
good habit to form, for you will find it 
stands you in good stead as life goes on. 
There will be many occasions when you will 
have grave responsibilities to face and will 
need the refreshment of a good night’s sleep 
above all else. A quiet ad leads to healthy 
sleep. And just before you drift away, you 
might remember this is the moment to say 
a little prayer for grace and a blessing for 
tomorrow. THE END 
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Girl Scouts of Troy, Ohio, with marionettes and the stage designed for them 


ele “How can our Girl Scouts help in the 
civil defense program?” asked the San 

Gabriel, California, Council. When they 
were told that their best contribution would 
be training the girls, through their regular 
program activities, to be prepared for emer- 
gencies, the Council decided to concentrate 
on courses in certain special skills. 

The Intermediates began with an inten- 
sive course in outdoor cooking at the Day 
Camp. All of the girls had had some experi- 
ence in outdoor cookery, so the program 
started with a refresher course in tin-can 
cookery. Following that, at each session of 
the Day Camp a different consultant taught 
them some new skill. 

When the local chapter of the Red Cross 
asked the Girl Scouts to demonstrate out- 
door cooking at a Red Cross canteen course, 
the girls were delighted with the oppor- 
tunity to show the community the value 
and importance of the skills they had ac- 
quired. Four girls were chosen for the dem- 
onstration by drawing the names of the 
lucky Scouts from a bag. Permission was 
given to use the school grounds for the dem- 
onstration, and the pt carefully dug out 
the spot for their fire, set out water buckets 
(made from tin cans and painted red in the 
Day Camp) and stacked wood neatly ac- 
cording to size. When the chief of the fire 
department inspected their preparations his 
verdict was, “It’s fine!” 

Then the girls put on a demonstration for 
the people taking the Red Cross canteen 
course. This included fire building; safety 
and fire precautions; types of fires best 
suited to various kinds oF outdoor cooking; 
utensils that could be made in an emergency 
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from things at hand; ways of cooking dif- 
ferent kinds of foods out of doors. 

The Intermediates, in addition to outdoor 
cooking, are receiving training in first aid, 
home nursing, and child care. Equipped 
with these skills, the girls know that they 
can be of real service in an emergency. This 
group has also carried out some fine “good 
neighbor” projects. One of the most success- 
ful was making some two hundred stuffed 
toys for needy children of the community, 
and children of patients in veterans’ hos- 
pitals. 

Senior Scouts, too, have slanted their pro- 
gram toward civil defense. Many of these 
older girls are serving as hospital aides, and 
others are working part time at the Pasadena 
Filter Board of the Western Air Defense 
Center. They alternate in this important 
work with a group of Explorer Boy Scouts. 

The Council reports that “How to Be Pre- 
pared,” the pamphlet distributed by the Pro- 
gram Department of National Headquarters, 
has been a source of many ideas for good, 
interesting activities for the San Gabriel Girl 
Scouts at all age levels. 


tee Comes the spring—and to Girl Scouts 


everywhere comes the urge to be out 
digging. This month we are giving a few 
accounts of what some Girl Scouts have done 
which may suggest good ideas, and perhaps 
inspire others to try their hands and ome 
One of the most forward-looking and am- 
bitious activities we have heard of in many 
a moon is being carried out by Intermediate 
and Senior Girl Scouts in Hamburg, Penn- 
sylvania. These girls have planted one thou- 
sand pine and spruce trees on a sloping 


piece of land leased to them by a farmer. 
When the trees are big enough, they will be 
sold for Christmas trees, and the money used 
to further Girl Scout projects. 

The one thousand trees were planted in a 
little less than eight hours on a single Satur- 
day, by teams of girls working in two-hour 
shifts. The farmer plowed the furrows, keep- 
ing just ahead of the planters. Each team 
was made up of one adult and three girls. 
One girl measured off four feet and dug a 
hole For each tree; the second girl carried a 
bucket of little trees; the third girl planted 
the trees and firmed the soil; and the adult 
supervised the whole operation. When the 
trees were all in, the planted area was en- 
closed and signs posted to warn off hunters. 

The _ planted 750 seedlings of red 
pine and Norway spruce, and 250 three-year- 
old mngintel red pines. The three-year 
transplants can be harvested four years after 
planting, the seedlings seven years after they 
are put in. Plans for replacing cut trees have 
not been worked out, but the Girl Scouts may 
plant one thousand new trees every two years, 
thus insuring an annual crop. To lend a 
personal touch to the project, each gil was 
given a lead tag with which she marked one 
of the trees that she had helped to plant. 

As a thank-you to the farmer, the girls 
went out to his farm the next week and 
planted some seedlings for him. 


ae In Anchorage, Alaska, Brownie ere 
89 had so much pleasure, profit, an 
fun from their garden last summer that they 
have some very ambitious plans for this year. 

It began last spring, when their leader 
loaned space in her backyard for a troop 
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varden. Lettuce, carrots, radishes, and beets 
were planted, and when the faint rows of 
green began to appear, the Brownies’ excite- 
ment knew no bounds. The plot was care- 
fully tended and watered, and when the 
radishes, the first crop, were ready to be 
pulled, each girl took her share home to her 
nother. Fresh vegetables are very expensive 
in Alaska, and the Brownies voted to let 
their parents have the radishes at a bargain 
price of five cents a bunch. (A Brownie 
whose father was away kept her radishes 
until he returned, two weeks later.) 

When the other vegetables were ready to 
be picked, they also were sold at bargain 
prices, and the money added to the troop 
treasury. Some of the carrots, however, 
never reached a cooking pot, for the temp- 
tation to eat, raw, some of the carrots they 
had raised themselves occasionally proved 
too much for the young gardeners. The pet 
rabbit of one Brownie received the greater 
part of her share of his favorite vegetable. 

As they worked in their garden, the troop 
decided it needed flowers. So they began to 
bring back from their hikes plants of two of 
their most common wild flowers, the Alaska 
Shooting Star and the iris, for transplanting 
to their garden. 

A visit to the annual flower show of the 
Garden Club of Anchorage was a part of 





Experienced campers all, Senior Girl Scouts of Den- 
ver, Colorado, look after their equipment on the site 
of their four-day winter camp on Coal Creek Canyon 


Jerry O’Brien Photo 





San Gabriel, California, Gir: Scouts receive train- 
ing in fire building, safety precautions, and outdoor 
cooking, to be ready for community emergencies 
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their project, and the Brownies gleaned much 
information and many new ideas. Now they 
not only are planning another garden for this 
summer, but would like to have their very own 
exhibit for this year’s Garden Club Show. 


as Tulips white and blue will add a 
touch of gay, fresh beauty this spring 
to the entrance to the public library in Lyn- 
brook, Long Island, thanks to the Girl Scouts. 

The Scouts are constantly in and out of 
the building, for the librarian is very much 
interested in their activities, and helpful in 
referring them to the books they need in 
their badge work and projects. j 

So last fall the Fly-Ups to Troop 165 de- 
cided it would be nice to do something to 
show their appreciation. When they had the 
necessary permission, they met at the li- 
brary one Saturday morning to plant tulip 
bulbs. The co-leader of the troop, whose 
hobby is flower raising, supervised their 
work, and suggested how they should plant 
the bulbs to get the best effect against the 
green shrubbery. Now the girls are watching 
eagerly for the flowering of their nice bit of 
community service. 


At this time of year, most of us are 
looking two ways at once—forward to 
spring and summer, backward to winter’s 
good times. For a group of 
Senior Girl Scouts in Denver, 
Colorado, the highlight of 
their winter reminiscences is 
sure to be the four days they 
spent at the Girl Scout camp- 
site on Coal Creek Canyon. 

Eight experienced Seniors 
and two adults set off dur- 
ing the Christmas vacation to 
camp in Colorado's beauti- 
ful, snow-covered mountains. 
When they reached the can- 
von they had to toboggan 
and jeep their equipment 
into the campsite from the 
road, and shovel eight inches 
of snow before they could 
set up the tents. They cooked 
over an open campfire, in 
front of which a lean-to was 
built for warmth. Fire bricks, 
kept in the campfire all day, 
were put into buckets at 
night and used to warm the 
tents; hot water in canteens 
heated the bedrolls. They 
brought with them dried and 
powdered foods, as well as 
canned food which they 
packed in rock wool in port- 
able iceboxes. Water cans 
were buried deep in the 
snow to keep them from 
freezing. 

It snowed and it snowed, 
and the campers loved it. 
They ouued the campsite 
thoroughly, and gathered 
fuel for the all-important 
campfire. Weather forecasts 
were made twice daily. 
There was the breathless ex- 
hilaration of tobogganing 
and snowshoeing, and the 
thrill of identifying and 
trailing the many animal 
tracks. After an early, hearty 
supper, all were ready to 
creep into the bedrolls at 
seven in the evening, and 





slept soundly until eight the next morning. 

Only Seniors with rigorous advanced 
camping experience were eligible for this 
most exciting winter-camp trip, which is a 
part of the Denver Girl Scouts’ year-round 
camping program. It was a glorious, if rug- 
ged, experience, and none of them would 
exchange those four days for anything steam- 
heated city life has to offer. 


ap Silent ambassadors of good will for 
the Girl Scouts of Troy, Ohio, are the 
marionettes of Troop 5. The girls and their 
“little people” have given many _ perform- 
ances for various groups in their community, 
and their shows have become very popular. 

The seven-string marionettes were made 
by the girls as a troop project. The clever 
stage was designed for their original plays 
by their two leaders, who have worked with 
the girls since they all started together in a 
Brownie troop. During the performances, 
each girl manipulates the character which 
she herself created. 

Making the marionettes was a long-term 
project. First the heads were molded by 
hand; next the bodies were made from 
scraps of lumber from the local lumberyard. 
The arms and legs were made from small 
pieces of dowel pins, fastened together at the 
joints with pieces of cloth, so that they bend 
easily and naturally. Next came the impor- 
tant job of clothing the little people. Each 
girl dressed her marionette in a costume ap- 
propriate to the character she had created in 
making the head. When the dolls were fin- 
ished, the leaders helped the girls string 
them, and taught them the finger move- 
ments by which the dolls are made to come 
alive. 

The result of all this is a troupe of widely 
different characters—clowns and_ witches; 
princesses and scullery maids; queens, farm- 
ers, and just plain people. Some of the mari- 
onettes were patterned after well-known 
fairy-tale characters, while others were en- 
tirely original inspirations. And the original 
plays which the girls have created are as 
clever and different as their characters. 

Making and working with the marionettes 
have opened up many new skills for these 
Girl Scouts. They learned about painting, 
dyeing, and woodworking in making the 
dolls. History and costume planning were 
involved in clothing them quite as much as 
designing and sewing. Manual dexterity was 
developed as they learned to manipulate 
expertly the many strings by which they 
make the actors do their bidding. And plenty 
of creative writing and stagecraft goes into 
their original plays. 

For the community in general, the mari- 
onettes of Troop 5 have been an excellent 
example of the many things that Scouting 
has to offer girls. THE END 


ATTENTION, PLEASE! 

This department is for news about Girl 
Scouts everywhere: what they are doing 
and how they are doing it. Girl Scouts—and 
Girl Guides too—from all over the world 
tell us how much they enjoy reading about 
your activities, what fine ideas you have 
given them in this department. So please 
continue to send us good accounts of your 
fun, your community services, your special 
or pet projects. And send us photographs— 
glossy prints, large and clear—that will re- 
produce well in the magazine. Pictures that 
tell a story are best, with the girls in 
good poses, busy with some activity. 

Remember, this is the Girl Scouts’ very 
own department—let’s make it a good one! 
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ss NCE UPON A TIME” is almost the 

only way to begin a biography of 

the Easter Egg, for its history is 

a proper fairy tale starting way 
back in a never-never land of time when 
some human hand first splashed the egg’s 
white surface with brilliant hues. Our hero 
(or heroine ) whether prince or pauper, man 
or woman, remains unknown and unsung. 
But, from this moment the egg, rich with 
rainbow colors, bedecked with bits of silk 
and ribbon, sometimes even bejeweled, has 
rolled on through the ages bringing with it 





The 


hoe 


strange tales of goddesses and_ witches, 
magic, mystery, and a symbolism so ancient 
it is no longer understood. 

Of these tales there is the story of the 
Keltic Druids who believed the egg was the 
special symbol of a goddess called Llywy. 
Somewhere along the way through history 
both the name and personality of the goddess 
underwent a change, but she still retained 
her favorite treasure—the egg— 
this time a golden one. You know 
her as Mother Goose of nursery- 
rhyme fame. The Teutonic god- 
dess Eostre wore a large egg on 
her head, and it was she who, 
on a whim, changed her pet bird 
into a rabbit. So, enter the bunnv 
—surely the illustrious ancestor of 
our own Easter Bunny, who still 
remembers that he was once a 
bird and fills green nests with 
colored eggs. . 

In Christian times the egg took 
on a deep and meaningful signifi- 
cance as the symbol of new life. 
Just as Christ rose from the tomb 
on Easter morning, so new life 
springs forth from the egg. It is 
a legend in many countries that 
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Frogs’ or serpents’ skins 


eggs are dyed red in remem- 
brance of the blood of Christ 
which dripped on the eggs placed 
at the foot of the cross by His 
mother, Mary, and our egg-roll- 
ing contests today symbolize the 
rolling away of the stone from 
Christ’s tomb. 

But the egg has not been 
limited to legend or religious ob- 
servance alone. Many a time it 
was put to hard practical use. 
For instance, eggs were payable at Easter 
as part of the rent due from tenants to eccle- 
siastical landlords of the Middle Ages. An 
old English record for 1262 shows that 
twenty-four tenants and cottagers of the 
Manor of Saperton in Gloucestershire each 
gave five eggs to the lord of the manor. Red- 
dyed eggshells have served as messengers, 
too! During the feast of Blajini, Romanian 
women threw the shells into the streams 
to be carried to the “Blajini,” meek, good- 
natured men who lived saintly lives in some 
distant place known vaguely as a land by 
the “Sunday water.” There is grave doubt 
that anyone had ever seen the Blajini, but 
the ritual was repeated year by year to make 
sure the men would see the red shells float- 
ing in the water and be reminded to cele- 
brate Easter. 

All over Europe the people took the old 
ceremonies and_ traditions, handed down 
from one generation to another, to their 
hearts and kept them alive. Friends greeted 
one another on the street with “Christ is 
risen!” “He is risen indeed!” was the answer. 

With that they 
hit two eggs to- 


Grass 


gether, and_ the 
one whose egy 
did not smash 


claimed one from 
the basket of his 
friend. For the 
one who collect- 
ed the most eggs 
a prize was given. 
In Finland boys 
and girls spanked 
one another with 
pussywillow or 
birch switches un- 
til they received 
rewards of eggs. 
Easter-egg hunts, 
in various forms, 





the lamb eats 


by JOAN L. CARTER 


Drawings by Joan L. Carter 


The engaging story of how the 
custom of giving decorated 


eggs at Easter came into being 


can be found in the litera- 
ture of many lands. 
Perhaps the most loved 
by all people anywhere was 
the custom of dyeing and 
decorating eggs at Easter- 
time. Because the Roma- 
nian peasants lived so close 
to the land they had great 
affection for placing the 
simple things they knew 
on their eggs—the hoe, the 
grass the lamb eats, the acacia leaf. Some- 
times they washed their eggs with sour 
whey, for this made the egg take color and 
wax more easily. A small metal tube with 
an aspen nib set in a wooden handle was 








storks 


Little 


filled with beeswax and used to apply the 
designs. After the wax hardened, the eggs 
were set in red dye, generally made from 
logwood. When the wax was removed the 
designs appeared in clear white. 

In Transylvania designs were applied in 
two or more colors, while the Macedonians 
used only red and white. The latter boiled 
the eggs in logwood dye and when they 
were cool placed threads of wax on them 
by hand. The next step was to boil them 
again in sour whey or citric acid which 
bleached the color off except where the 
wax was applied. 

The mighty influence of Renaissance art 
in Italy was felt even in the decoration of 
eggs which were often cleaned out, cut in 
half, and lined with gilt paper or gold leaf. 
Inside the shells monks painted beautiful 
figures of the saints or pasted on cutouts of 
bits of silk. Handsome designs were placed 
on the outside, too, and the egg halves were 
hinged and tied with ribbons. 

Because the egg is so fragile and not 
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easily kept, it became a practice in German 
to make eggs of porcelain, ivory, mother-of- 

arl, bronze, and silver. Trinkets were 
pla: laced within these luxurious eggs, and they 
were given to friends. 

In keeping with this same idea were 
the eggs of iron and gold made in Russia, 
and necklaces fashioned of several little 
golden eggs. Whether simple or lavish, the 

tradition of giving decorated eggs at Easter 
is one of our most engaging customs. 

This Easter, borrow a bit from our heri- 
tage from many countries, add a dash of 
imagination, and create designs both beauti- 
ful and unique. Take a tip from the deco- 
rated eggs which illustrate this article by 
drawing designs of objects familiar to you. 

Here are some simple steps to follow: Use 
fresh, clean, white eggs; boil them first for 
ten minutes and then let them cool. Be sure 
they are cool before you apply any designs 
with tallow (fat from “beef or mutton, boiled 
and strained clear), melted paraffin, or white 
crayon, for if the egg is warm the wax will 
run on the egg fe spoil your design. The 
dye bath should be cool, too; otherwise it 
will melt away your design. 

Take a thin nail, pin, or bobby pin ~ 
it in the melted wax, tallow or paraffin, an 
drip your wax design on the cooled egg. 

When the wax design has hardened, dip 
the egg in the prepared lukewarm dye bath. 
After the color is set remove the egg with a 
large spoon and let it dry on newspaper. Be 
careful that it does not stick to the paper. 
Then, take a rag that has been dipped in hot 
water and wipe the wax off the egg. Your 
design will appear clear and white when the 
wax has been removed. 

If you desire designs in color, not just 
white, apply wax designs again to the egg, 
but not on the places that show white. For 


instance, if your egg is blue with white de- | 


signs, apply more wax drawings on the blue 
part. Dip the egg again, this time in red 
dye. The white design will come out bright 
red, the part, of the egg that was blue and 
not waxed will be purple, and when you 
remove the wax design from the egg, that 
part will be blue. 

You can achieve rainbow effects on your 
eggs if you add a spoonful of olive oil or 
melted lard to the dye bath. The swirl 
of color will adhere to the egg when you 
dip it into this preparation. 

Sometimes it is sad to see the results of 
your labors being smashed and eaten. Should 
you want to preserve your eggs and avoid 
having them spoiled, blowing them out first 
is the answer. This way they will keep for 
years, provided they are carefully put away. 
Here is how to do this: Take a fresh, clean, 
white raw egg. Carefully prick a small hole 
in one end with a pin. Make a slightly 
larger pinhole in the other end. Gently but 
firmly blow into the smaller hole until the 
raw egg comes out through the larger hole. 

It is up to you whether you dye the eggs 
before or after blowing them out. Since they 
are exceedingly fragile after the blowing, 
you may wish to design and dye them first. 
(But do not boil them if you want to blow 
them later.) With this process you won't 
have to worry about plugging the holes while 
dyeing to prevent the dye from running 
inside and gurgling about. 

You'll find your Easter morning a lot 
brighter if you have colorful eggs to give 
to friends and family. Gather a few together 
to make your gift, then like Eostre’s pet 
rabbit, tuck them into a nest of green, 
green grass. THE END 
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WHERE TO BUY AMERICAN GIRL FASHIONS 


OUR APRIL COVER dress may be 
purchased at these stores 


RN i scsdacecens ......Davison Paxon 
Baltimore, Md. ........ Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 
EE eee ee Filene’s 
a ee Abraham & Straus 
STD éccescensiaeecsaes Halle Bros. 
MCT 4cbnecnnscans<cin Young Ages, Inc. 
I BI. nccecce ces The J. L. Hudson Co. 
Se ER, WEE. sn cecesncencnscead Bullock's 
GM Maadnceindbcedadicncadun Hartley's 
PL ED ccncatan siemanbaas Teen Haven 
Minneapolis, Minn. .. ..Power’s Dry Goods Co. 
New Haven, Conn. .............. Eli Moore Co. 
Pe I We ies encceanceed Lord & Taylor's 
GEER, Gacecscuae wonaed Dickson & Ives 
RS itnmieecaencwke Cc. K. Whitner Co. 
PE TL. cs ciacunieeeauanee Thalhimer’s 
DEL nsutagnceeanbin Stix, Baer & Fuller 
OE, AGS cos. ceecvosss The Hecht Co. 


The PRIZE PURCHASE dress on page 23 
may be purchased at these stores 
Binghamton, N. Y. .....Hills, McLean & Haskins 


PA Ob WS Kvn cenacdeawonsens ss Martin's 
ere Carson Pirie Scott & Co. 
Cleveland, Ohio .............. The Higbee Co. 
PR ects cba siwk na Rike-Kumler Co. 
a rene J. L. Hudson Co. 
TD sv cnnccsdasvswnsecd Sakowitz 
SE  cvdinehdoassancokas Burdine’s, Inc. 
Wibwatnon, Wee. o000ssccccecess Boston Store 
Minneapolis, Minn. ...............- Dayton Co. 
Pe WU Ds Sc escuncedesan Bloomingdale’s 
Philadelphia, Pa. ...... Strawbridge & Clothier 
PR WG. hcsienccnnesesenaun Kaufmann’s 
PE TE cheviutedetanen weed Thalhimer's 
Salt Lake City, With ......ccscccees Averbach’‘s 
Washington, D.C. ...... Woodward & Lothrop 









teens. 


* New Departure’s Scrapbook of famous American Outdoorsmen 


yy BLANCHE SAUNDERS 


America’s leading trainer of dogs through 
the Obedience Training Method started her 
interesting outdoor career when she was still in her 
Photo shows her training a black standard 
poodle to hurdle obstacles on command. 


yx Champion in Bicycling is the American 
New Departure Safety Brake .. . the lightest, 
strongest, most powerful brake ever built. 
New Departure’s greater braking surface 


(almost twice that of any other) gives 
you constant control at all times, 
at all speeds. It brings any bike toa... 
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@ DIVISION OF GENERAL MOTORS @®@ 
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1925 


BRISTOL, CONNECTICUT 





If its MIQNEY you want 








GET THIS PROVEN SPARE TIME PLAN 
You can maie esr ny 
grou undreds of women 
Show our fabulcas selection of Greeting Cards 

all erybody you know needs 


and buys them at our low prices. Keep up to 
3 valuable gift bonuses. Over 100 


. tionery 
CARDS, 2505 Cermak, Dept.22-B, Chicago 8, ill. 





DIRECT FROM 
HOLLYWOOD 







FREE PHOTO 


LARGE SIZE OF YOUR FAVORITE 











STA cre HOM 
and only l5e 4 A. = 

MOLLWOOD FILM STAR CENTER 
Box 2309, Dept. W-4, Hollywood 28, Calif. 


yo ‘our favorite 
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Complexion 
Hints 


by Gina Farley 

















Want to be popular? 
Of course you do! It’s 
the most natural desire 
in the world for every 
girl to want to be liked 
. and admired. But you 
know, nothing under- 
mines your self-confi- 
dence and spoils your 
good times so completely as getting snarled 
up in a teen-age complexion problem. 





Masquerade parties 
are about the only so- 
cial stunt a girl can 
really enjoy when her 
face pops out in “spots”! 
Even they are no fun 
after the masks come 

off! Fortunately, many 
blemishes have an ex- 
ternal cause. Often they come ies care- 
lessness in the way you cleanse your skin, 





A skin specialist de- 
veloped this easy way 
to cleanse your face 
with medicated Nox- 
zema. Helps heal ex- 
ternally-caused blem- 
ishes. Also helps keep 
your skin looking fresh 
and naturally lovely. 
Try it. See how dirt and grime disappear. 
How fresh your skin looks and feels. 





Easy as swinging in a 
hammock! Apply Nox- 
zema to face. Dip cloth 
in warm water—wring 
out —and wash your 
face using greaseless, 
medicated Noxzema in- 
stead of soap. Use it 
as night cream; pat a 


ng 


bit extra over any externally-caused blem- 


ishes to help heal them — fast! 














WHO COULD HAVE TOLD HER? 

Alice had just learned the story of 
Columbus, and was telling it to her 
mother. “. . . and his ships were named 
the Nina, the Pinta, and the— the—” 

“The Santa Maria,” prompted her 
mother. 

“That’s right. And the queen’s name 
was— was—” 

“Isabella,” said her mother. 

“Mother,” demanded Alice with sud- 
den suspicion, “have you heard this story 
before?” 

Sent by ROSA BLAYLOCK, Seminole, Oklahoma 


BEST THEY COULD DO WITH IT 

A mountaineer from way back in the 
hills was on his first visit to the city. 
Tapping the sidewalk with his foot he 
drawled: 

“I kin see why they built a city here. 
This ground ain’t fit to plow, anyways.” 

Sent by GERALDINE TEAL, Janesville, Wisconsin 


PLANS FOR THE FUTURE 
Sma.tt Boy: How much longer will I 
have to eat spinach to be able to lick 
anybody who tries to make me eat 
spinach? 
Sent by MARCIA SLACK, Glendale, California 


SCOTCH WIT 


A gushing lady once met Sir James 
Barrie at a dinner party. “Oh, Sir James,” 
“I do so love your plays! Are 


29” 


she said, 
they all as successful as ‘Peter Pan’? 
“Well,” replied the playwright, 
either Peter out or they Pan out.” 
Sent by CARLENE SCHUMAN, Sheed, Oregon 


“they 


CURVED FRONT 

The visitor was trying to 
make friends with the young 
son of the house. 

“I think I have met all your 
family except your Uncle 
Henry,” she said. “How does 
he look—I mean, which side 
of the house does he look 
like?” 

The little boy thought a 
moment. “I guess,” he said 
finally, “the side of the house 


N’EST-CE PAS 


Mary: Why does the French teacher 
call at the Browns’ home each day? 

Sue: The Browns are studying French. 

Mary: Why? 

Sue: Oh, they adopted a French baby, 
and when the baby begins to talk they 
want to be able to understand what it 
says. 

Sent by MARY HOWARD, Jacksonville, Florida 


MUCH PREFERRED 

An earthquake in a South American 
town frightened the inhabitants, and one 
family sent their little boy to stay with 
relatives in a district some distance away. 
Two days later the parents received this 
telegram: 

“Am returning your boy. Send the 
earthquake.” 
Sent by MARGARET BUCHANAN, Hickory, Pennsylvania 


SURE IT’S THE OWNER? 

Ann: I just dropped in to get the um- 
brella you borrowed from me last week. 

Anceta: Sorry, but I lent it to a friend 
of mine. Need it? 

Ann: Not for myself, but the girl I 
borrowed it from says the owner wants 
it back. 

Sent by KAREN CORBETT, Antwerp, Belgium 


The American Girl will pay $1.00 for every joke 
Printed on this page. Send your best jokes to THE 
AMERICAN GIRL, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 
New York. Be sure to include your name, address, 
and age, and write in ink or on the typewriter. 








Thrifty! Get this 
many-purpose beauty 
cream today. Let med- 
icated Noxzema soothe 
soreness of red, rough 


with the bay window.” 


Sent by GENE HUME, 
leavor, Wisconsin 


BULL-Y ACCELERATION 





hands. Use it to help Hixer: Can I catch the 6:45 
elbows and ankles look train if I cut through this J 
smooth and: pretty! It’s field? 








Farmer: If my bull sees you, 
you might catch the 6:15. “The doctor told me to avoid irregular hours, but that's 
Sent by CHARLES BRATCHER, @@Sy... they all seem to me to be the same fength.” 
lancaster, South Carolina a 


greaseless — doesn’t 
stain. Get 40¢ trial size for only 29¢ plus 
tax at any drug or cosmetic counter. 





48 APRIL, 1952 








ch. 


by. 
ley 
it 


can 
one 
rith 
yay. 
this 


the 


um- 
sek. 
end 


rl I 


ants 


joke 
THE 
17, 
ress, 
riter. 


) 


j 


that's 
gth.” 


WL, 1952 





Double Date (continued from page 19) 


that had taken place. Always before she had 
felt that Pam contributed so much more to 
their relationship than she, Penny, ever 
could. Maybe some of the resentment she 
used to feel for Pam’s greater popularity 
had grown out of her own sense of in- 
idequacy. But she didn’t feel inadequate 
nymore, and her resentment was nothing 
but a wry memory. Now, in this moment, 
’euny felt secure at last in her own triumph 
as an individual. And Pam’s manner seemed 
to be touched with a new respect, rather 
than the kindly pity Penny had sometimes 
sensed in her. she had a suspicion being 
twins was going to be more fun after this. 

Time alternately flew and dragged during 
the next few weeks. Sometimes Penny 
thought that prom night would never come. 
Then again it seemed she couldn't possibly 
squeeze in all the things she had to do be- 
fore then. 

“Relax,” Mike kidded her. “You're so ex- 
cited I'm afraid you're going to take off 
like a skyrocket.” 

Already their association had assumed a 
sort of pattern. Mike came over to see her 
often. Sometimes they went out and some- 
times they didn’t. The important thing was 
being together. There were so many things 
to talk about, so many interesting discoveries 
to be made about each other, how they 
thought and felt, what they planned to do 
with their lives. Mike, Penny learned, wanted 
to be a teacher. 

“Maybe I'll never get rich,” he grinned. 
“But it’s a good life, with time for reading 
and writing, all the things I like to do. And 
I think it’s an important job.” 

Penny thought so, too. She felt proud 
of Mike and happy in the understanding 
that seemed to grow and deepen between 
them day by day. 

During those crowded busy weeks, a sur- 
prising thing happened. Gran and Lucius 
Hancock decided to get married. 

“It’s only sensible,” Gran said, when she 
told Mother and the twins about it. “We're 
very fond of each other and you'll be able 
to manage without me, now that the girls 
are practically grown up. And Lucius is 
lonely, rattling around in that big house of 
his all by himself.” 

All of them kissed Gran and wished her 
well, but when the excitement had died 
down a bit, Pam looked at Penny and 
they both started to laugh. 

“What’s wrong with you two?” Mother 
demanded, frowning. 

And Gran looked quite huffy until Pam 
explained, between giggles. “It’s just that 
we had Mother practically married to Paul 
and nothing came of that. But we didn’t 
even dream that you and Lucius—” she 
dissolved into laughter once more. 

But now they were all laughing together, 
happy in Gran’s happiness. It wouldn't be 
hard to get used to Lucius as a member of 
the family, Penny realized. Actually, he had 
seemed like one for quite a long while. 

Finally it was only days till the prom. 
Such full days, bubbling with excitement. 

Pam and Randy were double-dating with 
Penny and Mike. Gran had made both girls 
lovely taffeta formals, with wide, flaring 
skirts and off-the-shoulder necklines. 

Never before had Penny looked forward 
to an evening with such anticipation. She 
had little hope of being chosen prom queen, 
but just to be one of the nominees, to have 
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her friends in Headlines out campaigning 
for her, was a big thrill. It seemed to 
Penny that she had more friends than she 
had realized, partly due to her work on 
Prom Dates. The bureau had matched up a 
large number of names. For the first time 
in school history, every senior girl who 
wanted to would be attending the big dance. 
And a lot of them figured they owed their 
chance to do so to Penny. 

At last the magic night came. All day it 


had rained, but around dinnertime the skies | 


cleared and a sliver of new moon emerged 
from its curtain of clouds like a prima donna 
taking an encore. Mike and Randy looked 
very handsome in their black trousers and 
white dinner jackets. And each of them 
had brought an orchid for his girl. 

“Good-by, dears,” Mother called after 
them as they went down the stairs. “Have 
fun, all of you.” 

“Don't expect us home till late,” Randy 
warned her. 


And Mother laughed, a reminiscent sort | 


of laugh, and said, “I won't. It’s prom 
night.” 

After he had helped her into Randy’s 
car and climbed in beside her, Mike whis- 
pered against Penny’s cheek, “You'll really 


knock ’em for a loop tonight, baby. Am I | 


a lucky guy!” 

Once they arrived at the club, the evening 
seemed to merge into a mad and lovely 
confusion. Penny danced with Mike and 
Randy and Bob Purcell. Then Mike again. 
She would have been quite happy dancing 
every dance with Mike, but, of course, she 
didn’t tell him so. 

At intermission time a drum roll drew 
everyone's attention and silenced the babel. 
Through the microphone, the orchestra 
leader requested all the candidates for prom 
queen to please line up on the bandstand. 

“Isn't this fun?” Pam whispered, as she 
and Penny stood with the others in the 
bright glare of lights, smiling out over the 
circling crowd of faces. 

Penny could only nod. Even when the 
losers had been winnowed out, she would 
have this shining moment to remember. 

Another roll of drums and the 
principal, Mr. Weaver, holding a crown of 
imitation jewels, began portentously, “It is 
my great honor—” Mr. Weaver never could 
resist the opportunity to make a speech. 
As his voice droned on and on, Penny’s 
seeking glance found Mike, down in the 
front of the crowd, beaming proudly up at 
her. She couldn't help it if her answering 
smile was a little unsteady. 

At last Mr. Weaver wound up his re- 
marks. “And now,” he said, “it gives me 
great pleasure to place this crown on the 
head of the most popular senior girl at Glen 
Township High, as chosen by her class- 
mates.” Speaking, he moved down the line of 
candidates. 


Pam’s going to get it, Penny thought, the | 


tension of waiting building up unbearably. 

Pam was feeling the tension, too, Penny 
realized, wincing slightly at the tight grip 
of Pam’s fingers on hers. 

“Miss Penny Howard!” Mr. Weaver said. 

Penny could only stand there, staring 
at him blankly, until the slight pressure 
of the glittering crown, as the principal 
placed it on her head, lent the final touch 
of reality to his words. 

The applause and cheering were loud and 


school | 








DELTA 
SEALED BEAM 
Bicycle Headlight 


less ba tory AIS 


| Brilliance, design, and construction you'd ex- 
pect only from an a ing Fe car light! Power 
is supplied by a husky, long-life 6-volt bat- 
tery. Mounts easily. Looks great! See your dealer. 








DELTA P-T Bicycle Headlight 


A real buy. Price less 2 $] 20 


st’d 134” batteries, only. . 
P-T Horn, less batteries, $2.25 


RED GUARD Bicycle Tail Light 
Amazing visibility. Low cost.Uses 


1 standard 1%” battery. 95 
c 


Less battery, only... 
BICYCLE LIGHTS 
HORNS, GENERATORS 


DELTA ELECTRIC COMPANY, MARION, INDIANA 


BUMPY. 
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CUTICURA brings 
amazing improvement 
in just 7 days 
Cleanse daily with fra- 
grant, mildly medicated 
Cuticura Soap and apply 
Ree Cuticura Ointment 
nightly. Try Cuticura 
Liquid during the day, 
Get Cuticura. 


FREE PHOTO 












LARGE SIZE of your favorite 
MOVIE STAR 
Direct from Hollywood 
GET ACQUAINTED OFFER 
FREE 
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HOLLYWOOD SCREEN EXCHANGE 
Hollywood 28, Calif., U. S. A. 
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YOU NEED THESE! .. 








To introduce our EXCEPTIONAL Approval Service, we'll send 
you: 1, Pocket Stock Book. 2. Watermark Detector. 3. Stamp 
Tongs. 4. Perforation Gauge. 5. Book for Duplicates. 6. Pack- 
age of Stamp Hinges. ALL ONLY 10c to approval applicants! 
JAMESTOWN STAMP CO.., Dept. V, Jamestown, New York 


900 STAMPS on 10¢ 


ONLY 
THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
P TO 25! ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 






MYSTIC STAMP CO., Camden 70, New York 


‘HO to ()\W to Recognize Rare Stamps” 


|—Book containing nearly 200 illustra- 
KENMORE. “Milford H-71, 


GIVEN! U.S. CATALOG. 









Authori i} stam = 

published i the w world’s ab stam p firm. 
p-to-date prices, many illustrations. 

H. E. HARRIS & CO., Boston 17-B3, Mass. 


ALL DIFFERENT 15c 


A beautiful collection of commemoratives, 
ogee — high values, bi-colored stamps, 
mn . 


STAMP CO. Box 407, Calais, Maine 
DIFF. RUSSIA -10c¢ 


Fascinating SOVIET RUSSIA collection 

—40 diff. exciting, colorful stamps—only 

10¢! Bargain 7 approvals included, 
ED. APH 


200 BRITISH EMPIRE STAMPS — 


Norfolk, Tokelan Is., Grahamland, Pakistan, 
Nepal, big stamp ‘of murdered Mahatma ce 
Gandhi, many others. 

N. H. 


KENMORE, Milford A-71, 
203 All we“; 
} GERMAN 
Zeppelins, Romtosetate, 
WOW! —— High Values, 10¢ 
te., to new customers. 
Jamestown cine. Dept. 522, Jamestown, N.Y. 
= Nee Ditterent Stamps 
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SAN MARINO COLLECTION GIVEN— 


25 different, Old and New Issues, Airmails, 
tives, High Values—given with approvals. 


_ Viking, 130-RR Clinton St., Brooklyn 2, N. Y. 


CARTOPHILIC CARDS 


New fascinating hobby—Interesting 

containing Birds, Butter- 

ms and other 
10¢ 


Commemorsa- 





rare cards— 





pack 
flies, lan Flowers, Train 


Pius us "Sfiustrated catalogue—All for 
INTERNATIONAL CARTOPHILIC CO. 
1152 Yonge St. 


Toronto, Canada 


U. S. Specialists! 


Headquarters for specialists in United State 
stamps and coins. Large stock available at low 
prices. ‘oe TODAY. 
BER STAMP & COIN CO. 
210 so. 6th St., Minneapolis 1, Minn. 


Given! Seott’s International Stamp Album 














plus valuable, colorful collection, hinges, 
mystery sets, $5.00 Presidential. Full 
particulars to approval applicants. 3e Post- 





age, please. 





ay IS & CO., ore Transit Bidg., BOSTON, 


PIVEN Powerful Magnifying Glass 
ane Big Bargain Lists 
Ss pasage ond hendling. 


Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 





GIVEN! |THE STAMP FINDER" 
Se Te ute at a glance the country to 
which any stamp belongs. 32-paqges illustrated. Includes 
ue ee Coll reas- 











Sr's yoy **Stamp 
sand Wi s Ten Rarest Sta: Also Approvais. 
GARCELON. ‘STAMP CO., Box Pei 107, Calais, Me. 
Also includes stamps from Abyssinia— 
Cayman Islands—Ceylon—French Col- 
onies —Gambia— Malta— Nigeria—and 
lustrated magazine all given. Send 5c for postage. 
GRAY STAMP CO., Dept. AG, forente, "Canada 
What Are. A provals"? 
stamps atts nehed  weite y we made up and sent out 
ers. The only obligation on the part of the recipient of 
*‘Approvals"’ is that the stamps aes be returned promptly 
The price of each stamp is on the sheet and the collector 
should detach those which he wishes to buy, then return 
the amen with the remaining stamps in as good order as 


ZANZIBAR PACKET ( IVEN 
others. Complete collection plus big il- 
pprovals,"’ oval eets,"’ mean sheets D vow 
and in good condition, or 
‘eceived, enclosing the price of the stamps he has 


detached and, most important, his name, street, address, 
City, postal gone number, State, and the invoice number. 





wholehearted. Pam hugged Penny, exclaim- 
ing, “I'm so glad, Pen!” If she was also sur- 
prised, or disappointed, she hid it well. 

When the din had been quieted, the Court 
of Honor was named. Pam was among those. 
So Penny hugged and congratulated her. The 
rest of the intermission was filled with ex- 
citement for the lucky winners. Their friends 
clustered proudly about them. Pictures were 
taken for the “Crier,” the annual, the Glen- 
hurst Daily Journal. 

“Ah, fame,” Mike cracked, slipping his 
arm through Penny’s when the music began 
again. “Is it getting you down a little?” 

Penny said, “It’s wonderful, but I'd like 
a chance to catch my breath.” 

Pam, just behind her, agreed. And Randy 
said, grinning, “I know just the spot.” 

He led them down a hall to the trophy 
room, whose leather chairs and couches were 
inviting and deserted. They slumped down 
on a long couch, their legs thrust out before 
them. Music filtered in faintly from the ball- 
room. Randy put his arm around Pam, and 
she leaned her head on his shoulder. Mike’s 
arm went around Penny. 

“Pardon me,” he said with mock gravity, 
“but your crown is on crooked, Your High- 
ness. 

Penny laughed and, taking the crown off, 
set it on her lap. “I still don’t know how I 
happened to get it,” she admitted. 


“Don’t be modest,” Pam said, a little note 
of pride in her voice. 

Their —_ met in a long, level look of 
understanding. Penny thought what a change 
the year just past had made in their re. 
lationship. They were as close, or closer, 
than ever. But it was a closeness now of 
mutual respect, not of one leading and one 
following. No longer did she resent Pam, 
or envy her. There was no cause to. She 
might not win friends so easily as Pam, but 
she had as many. Tonight had proved that, 
Maybe, Penny thought, the fact that you 
had to work harder for the things you 
wanted to achieve wasn’t such a disad- 
vantage after all. Who minded a little work 
when the results were so satisfactory? 

Pam turned her attention back to Randy. 

Penny’s glance fell on the crown on her 
knees. Its imitation jewels winked back at 
her. But she stared for only a minute at 
this tangible symbol of her achievement. 
Then her eyes lifted to Mike’s. “Hi, Queen,” 
Mike said, his blue gaze reaching deep, his 
arm ans about her. 

Hi,” Penny murmured. As Mike’s lips 
came down to meet hers, the crown slipped 
off her lap and lay on the carpet. Penny 


didn’t even notice. THE END 





“Double Date” is published in book form 
by J. B. Lippincott, $2.50. 





Beginning in May 
THE AMERICAN GIRL—DODD, MEAD prize serial 
“THE WIND BLOWS FREE” 
by LOULA GRACE ERDMAN 


The stor 
could 4 


of Melanie Pierce and her family, which happened in 1893, 
e the story of any pioneers anywhere, anytime. Melanie didn't 


want to live in a mud dugout among cowboys and cattle rustlers 
on the vast, treeless plains of the Texas Panhandle. But fa- 
milies like the Pierces, with their love, loyalty, and 
mutual dependence, their courage and ingenuity, 
bringing their church, books, and music with 
them, built our great country 





USE THIS HANDY FORM 
TO ORDER AMERICAN GIRL 
PATTERNS 


Check pattern number and size and enclose 
correct amount (in coin) for each pattern. 


FEATURED ON PAGE 21 
[_]4731—Big-Wheel Skirt and Blouse 
Szs 0110130150 7 
[ ]9328—Dress with Stand-Up Collar 
Szs 0103050 17 
[_ ]9049—Dress with Slit-Back Bodice 
Szs 0110130150 17 
[_]9197—Shorts, Shirt, and Skirt 
Sizes [1] 1010 12107 47 16 
I enclose $........ for patterns 
checked above 
Be sure to enclose correct amount for each pattern 


ordered (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay 
postage. 


a ee , 


Address...... 


NN Ne i ce caanuaamaeat 4 
(Please Indicate Zone No.) 


MAIL TO: THE | AMERICAN G GIRL 
epart 
155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 








aah 
July Recipe Exchange 
Subject: Summer Drinks 

Date Due: April 20 
* The AMERICAN Girt Magazine is offering 
you an opportunity to have your very own 
cooking department in which your recipes 
will be published. Entries for the July 
issue must reach us by April 20. 
* Each month we'll announce in the magoa- 
zine the kind of cookery to be featured in 
the “Recipe Exchange.” Your recipe MUST 
be one that you have used successfully. 
® JUDITH MILLER, our Cooking Editor, will 
test and judge the contributions, and choose 
the recipes which will appear in the maga- 
zine. For every entry that is printed, The 
AMERICAN Girt will pay $1.00. 
FOLLOW THESE RULES CAREFULLY! 


1. Recipes must be typewritten or neatly 
printed in ink, on one side of the paper. 
2. In the upper right-hand corner of the 
page, give your name, address, age, and 
the source of your recipe. 

3. List ingredients in the order of use in 
the recipe, and give level measurements. 
If any special techniques are involved, de- 
scribe them fully. 

4. All recipes submitted become the prop- 
erty of The AMERICAN Girt Magazine and 
cannot be acknowledged or returned. If 
your recipe is published in the magazine, 
you will receive a check for $1.00. Decisions 
of the judge are final. 

5. Address all entries to Judith Miller, 
American Girl Magazine, 155 East 44th 
Street, New York 17, New York. 











APRIL, 1952 
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PRINTED IN THE U.S. A. BY THE CUNEO PRESS, INC. 
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Ginger Bonner: “Interna- 
tional’s new Blossom Time ap- 
peals to me because of its youth- 
ful, modern lines. And it’s the 
first sterling pattern ever to 
come in a balanced place set- 
ting!” 


Sophie Woodson: “Out of all 
the patterns. Brocade is the one 
that caught my eye. It is so new 
and outstanding. yet will go so 
well with my other things.” 


Virginia Brooks: “Richelieu 
is my choice for life. Its beauty 
and durability will lend grace 
and charm to my table on all 
occasions, both festive and 
everyday.” 


Virginia Cochran: “I want 
Royal Danish—I have seen it on 
many tables and have always 
hoped it could be my pattern, 
too. It has such aristocratic 


lines.” 


TODAY International Sterling is one 
of the greatest values your dollar can 
buy. Compared with other products, 
its price has scarcely risen. You can 
still start with a teaspoon for as little 


as $3.00 or a 6-piece place setting for 


International Sterling 


The International Silver Co., Meriden, Conn, 























































Memphis sub-debs 


choose their favorite 


International Sterling patterns 


| ane SUB-DEBS, members of a club called “La 
Jeunesse,” gather in the Peabody Hotel to make their 
lifetime selections of International Sterling. 

To these girls beautiful sterling silver is a precious 
treasure—to be chosen carefully, to be cherished always. 

Because they want to be sure to have the best in the 
years to come, they're starting now to collect their own 
sets of International—the solid silver with beauty that 
lives forever. 


ALL PATTERNS MADE BY THE INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO. IN U. S. A. 


$27.50. incl. Fed. tax. 


ee Pe Pe ee ee 
Free! Your own Sterling Silver Rec- ‘ ; ‘ 
_ . " ‘ THE INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO, 

ord to list pieces you collect in your %)} Dept. 1704, 169 Colony St. ‘ 
pattern. Your initials on <a Meriden, Conn. 
cover Mailcou yon today! ? § Please send me, free, my Sterling Silver \ 

aie I dia = \ Record, with folder showing all Interna- 

; tional Sterling Patterns. 














Name i 
4 
Street 
City State ie ; 
- 
My initials are 
: 
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There’s nothing like 
giving folks what they want 


No need to ask their preference. When you have Coca-Cola, 
enough Coca-Cola, on hand you please everyone. And 
remember to serve Coke ice cold, right in 


the bottle. That’s the popular way. 
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COPYRIGHT 1951, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY “COKE” IS A REGISTERED TRADE-MARK 
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